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Advertifement. 

Several editions of the Poems of Shakefpear have 
been printed, but the eager defire to be poffeffed of 
the complete works of the nobleft of poets, have 
rendered them fcarce ; it was therefore imagined, 
an elegant and correft edition would be very accep- 
table to every admirer of the author. The poems 
of Venus and Adonis^ Tarquin and Lucrece^ were 
publifhed by Shakefpear, and dedicated by him to 
his great patron, the Earl of Southampton ; the 
remainder, Mr. Gildon remarks, are evidently 
genuine 5 there is not one that does not carry its 
author's mark and ftamp. upon it 5 not only the 
fame manner of thinking, the fame turn of thought, 
but even the fame mode of drefs and expreflion ; 
the decompounds, his peculiar fort of epithets, 
which diftinguifh his from the verfes of all his 
cotemporaries or fucceflbrs. 
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Vilia miretur vulgus, mihi flavus >A polio 
Pocult Caftalift pleaa miniftret aqua. 

Ovid. Am9r. L i. EL 15. 
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7i the Right Honourable 

HENRY WRIOrUESLT, 

jE^r/^/* Southampton, and Baron of T'\c\tfyt\^. 

Right Honourable^ 

I know not how I fhall offend, in dedicating my 
unpolifhed lines to your lordfhip; nor how th? 
world will cenfure me, for chufing fo ftrong a prop* 
to fupport fo weak a burden : only if your honour 
feem but pleafed, I account myfelf highly praifed, 
and vow to take advantage of all idle hours, till I 
have honoured you with fome graver labour* But 
if the firft heir of mv invention prove deformed, I 
fhall be forry it had io noble a godfather, and never 
■after ear fo barren a land, for fear it yield me ftill 
fo bad a harveft. IJeave it to your honourable fur- 
vey, and your honour to your heart's content; 
which I wifli may always anfwer your own wifli, 
and the world's hopeful expedation. 

Your Honour's in all duty. 

Will. Shakefpear. 
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VENUS and ADONIS. 



Af m^m-pe^^ 



Even as the fun, with purple-coloured face, ^^ Jc s^ ^^ m^4 

Had ta'en his laft leave of the weeping morn, aK^ A^^ 

Rofe-cheek'd Adonis hied him to the chafe: 
Hunting he lov'd, but love he laughM to fcorn. 
Sickrthoughted Venm makes amain unto him. 
And like a bold-fac'd fuitor 'gins to woo him^ 

*^^!^ 

-••-^^^ 
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Thrice fairer than myfelf ! (thus fhe began) 

The fields fweet flower ! fweet above compare ! 

Stain to all nymphs ! more lovely than a man ! 

More white and red, than doves or rofes are ! 
Nature, that made thee with herfelf at ftrife, 
Saith, that the world hath ending with thy^ life. 

Vouchfafe, 'thou wonder ! to alight thy fteed. 
And rein his proud head to the faddle-bow ; 
If thou wilt deign this favour, for thy meed, 
A thoufand honey fecrets {halt thou know. 

Here come and fit, where ferpent never hiffes, 
> And being fet, I'll fmother thee with kifles. 

And yet not cloy thy lips with loathed fatiety, 
But rather famim them amid their plenty ; 
Making them red and pale with frefh variety : 
Ten kifles fliort as one, one long as twenty. 
A fummer's day will feem an hour but mort. 
Being wafted in fuch time-beguiling fport. 

A 2 



4 Venus and Aionis. 

With this fhe feizeth on his f\Veating palm. 
The prefident of pith and livelihood. 
And trembling in her paflion calls it balm ; 
Earth's fovereign falve to do a goddefs good. 
Being fo enrag'd, defire doth lend her force, 
Courageoufly to pluck him from his horfe. 

'"^u; A4ij^ Over one arm the lufty courfer*s rein, 
a-«WZ3a/ ^ Under the other was the tender boy, 
7^^;^c^v^K^ Who blufh'd and pouted in a dull difdain, 
ii/^ri^ /:^4,rWith leaden appetite, unapt to toy. . ^ 

<^/^2^:£Lc^ ^ She red and hot, as coals of glowing fire, 
;,Ji5^7^^5^^j^^^ He red for fhame, but frofty in defire. 

^^"**^'. '^ The ftudded bridle, on a ragged bough, 
^'^"^^^^ Nimbly fhe fattens (O how quick is love !) 
^^^ ^C^ -pjjg fl.g^ J jg flailed up, and even' now 

^^c^^ :^ To tie the rider fhe begins to prove. ' 
lc^ ^It^^^T^ Backward fhe pufh'd him, as fhe would be thruft. 
And governM him in ftrength, tho' not in luft. 

So foon was fhe along, as he was down. 
Each leaning on their elbows and their hips : 
Now doth fhe ftroke his cheek, now doth he frown. 
And 'gins to chide, but foon fhe ftops his lips r 
^^•^rVi^-^ And kiffing fpeaks, with luftful language broken, 
^a«*u /^i*,.*/ If thou wilt, chide, thy lips fhall never open. 







_ He burns with bafhful fhame ; fhe, with her tears, 

^ ^?^ Doth quench the maiden burning of his cheeks : 

^^^"^ Then with her windy fighs and golden hairs, 
'^""^^^^^^^^ To fan and blow them dry aeain fhe fceks. 
/^!^nc ^ /^*^ He fays fhe is immodeft, blames her mifs \ 
^«5t^^ /r/^CCZ What follows more, fhe Smothers with a kifs. 

^ . / / - • - ij Jigitized by VJ / 



Venus and Adonist 5 

Even as an empty eagle, fharp by faft, 
Tires with her beak on feathers, flefli and bone. 
Shaking her wings, devouring all in hafte. 
Till either gorge be ftufFt, or prey be gone : 

Even fofliekifs'd his brow, his cheek, his chin, 

And where fhe end$, ihe doth anew begin. 

ForcM to con fen t, but never to obey. 

Panting he lies, and breathing in her face : 

She feedeth on the fteam as on a prey. 

And calls it, heavenly moifture ! air of grace ! 
Wifliing her cheeks were gardens full of flowers. 
So they were dew*d with fuch diftilling fho>yers. 

Look how a bird lies tangled in a net. 

So faften'd in her arms Adsnis lies : 

Pure ihame and aw'd refiftance made him fret ; 

Which bred more beauty in his angry eyes. 

Rain added to a river, that ifs rank. 

Perforce will force it overflow the bank. 

Still fhe entreats, and prettily entreats^ 
For to a pretty ear (he tunes her tale : 
Still he is fullen, flill he lowers and frets, 
*Twixt crimfon fhame, and anger afhy pale. 

Being red, fhe loves him beft ; and being white. 

Her breaft is better'd with a more delight. 

Look how he can, file cannot chufebut love j 

And by .her fair immortal hand ihe fwears, 

Ffom his foft bofom never to remove. 

Till he take truce with her contending tears ; 
Which long have rain'd, making her cheeks all wet. 
And one fweet kii^ (ball pay this countlefs debt. 

A3 
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6 'Vcmis and Aioni&/ 

XJpqn thls^f roinife did he raifefbis cbw,- 
Like a dive^dapper peering thro* a wave. 
Who, being look'cl on, dttckd as quiqWy in : 
Soofftrs he to give what (he did crave : 
' But ^»hen his lips were ready for his pay. 
He winks, and turns his lips another way. 

Never did pailenger, in fumnoier's beat. 
More thrrft for drink, than (he for this good turn ; 
Her help (be fees^ but help (he cannot get. 
She bathes in water, yet in fire muft burn. 
Oh pity, 'gan ihe cry, flint-hearted boy ' 
'Tis but a kifs I beg, why irt thou coy ? 

I have been woo'd, as I intreat thee now, 
£yen by the ftern and direful god of w;ar, 
Whofe fmewy neck in battle ne'er did bow. 
Who conquers where he comes in cveary jv : 
Yet hath he been my captive and my feve. 
And beg'd for that which thou unaflc'd fihak have. 

Over my altars bath he hung his lance, 
H s battered fhield, his uncontrolled creft ; 
And for, my fake hath learned to fport and dance, 
To coy, to wanton, dally, fmile and jeft ; 
Scorning his churl ifh drum, and enfign red. 
Making my arms his fields lus tent my bed^ 

Thus he, that over**rurd, I over-fway^d. 

Leading him^ prifoner in a red rofe chain : ; . 

Strong tempered fteel^ his ftrongcr ftrength obey'd. 

Yet was he fervile to miy coy difdain^ 

Oh be not proud, nor brag not of thy might. 
For maftyinj her, that foil'd the god of fight ! 
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Venus and Adonis. 7 

Touch but my lipi wltk tJibfe feir Hfw of thine, 
(Tho' mine bcf'm)t ib fair, yet they are led) 
The kifs fhall be thine own xs well as mine ; 
What.feeft thou on the ground ? hold up thyhead : 
Look in mine eyeJbaWs Avhere thy beauty lies. 
Then why not lips on lips, fince eyes on ey^es ? 

Art thou alhamM to kife ? then wink again. 
And I will wink, fo fhall .the<iay fcem night. 
Love keeps his revels, where there be but twain ; 
Be bold to play, our fport is not iniight. 
Thefe. blue^vein'd violets, whereon we lean. 
Never can blab, nor know they what virc m^an. 

The tender fpring, upon thy tempting lip, 
Shews thee unripe 5 yet may'ft thou well be tailed : 
Make ufe of time, let not advantage flip. 
Beauty within itfdf would not be wafted. 

Fair flowers, that are not gather'd in their prime. 
Rot aiid confume themfelves in little time* 

Were I hard favotfrti, foul, or wrinkled oWj 
Ill-natur'd, crooked, cburlifii, harfh in voice, 
Cer-vworn, defpifed, rheumatic and cold, 
Thick-fighted, barren, lean, and lacking juice. 
Then mighcft thoa paufe,. for then I were not for 
But, having no defefls, why doft abhor me ? [thee. 

Thou can'ft not fee ofte wrinkle in my brow. 

Mine eyes^are grey, aend bright, and ^uick in turning; 

My beauty, as the fpring,. doth yearly grow ; 

My flefh as foft and piomp^ my tnaarrow burning ; 
My fmootii mm& hand, were it with thyhand felt. 
Would in thy palm difiblve, or ^sem to ineit. 
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^ Venus aHdAAonis^ 

Bid me difcmirfiB^ I will iinthaiit- thine eaiy ^ :: :' 
Qf^liksr a ikirjv^rip upon.die. greens ;i r i 

Or, Itke a nymph^ wstk .losig diflie\fielf d bair,^ i 
Dance on thb tmds^ and yet no^footing fcen^ '-^ 
Love is a^tritall coinpa& ofiire^ / 

Not grois to £nk, but ligbt, and iwili afpiifi.^ 

Witnefs this prinlrofe-«hank, whcreoix I lie^ i j /. 

The forcelefs fioweiis^ like fturdy trees, fuppost me ! 

Two ftrcngthlefe ^ves will draw me thrc? the iky 

From morn till night, even where I lift to fportme* 
Is love fo light, fweet boy, and may it be. 
That thou fhouldft think it heavy unto thee ? : 

Is thine own heart to thine own face TtSkSted i 
Can thy right hand feize love upon thy left ? i 

Then wooe thyfclf, be of thyfelf rejefted. 
Steal thine own freedom, and complain of theft. 1 
^<?rf/^ fo himfclf, htmfelf . forfook. 
And dy'd to kifsihis ihadow in the hiook«. 

Torches arc madet tiyJi^, : j ewela to : wear, : --).'' 
Dainties to tafie,>fcefh beauty for the ufe^ : / 
Herbs for. their jflneU^ andi fappy plants toi bear ; ) 
Things growing: torthen^&lves are growth's sabu^i 1 
Seeds Jpring from feeds^ and beaut^r breedeth 
Thou wert begot, to get it is thy duty* [beaufy ; 

Upon the earth- sincreaie why fliouMft thou fieed^ / 
Unle6 the eaith with thy inoreafebe fedi ^ ^ ! 
By law of nature Jthou art bound to hreed^ 1 
That thine mav Jive,, when tbou thyfrff art dead :/^ 
And fo^ in 4>ight of death, thou doft fiitvive^ 
la ibaut ihy. likenefs &ill is left alive. - 
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V-enus and Adonis^ 4 

By this theloveJfick queen begatn txffwzaty - i '^ 
For, where they Jay, the fbadow hadforfookdleoi;* 
And 7»iwf, tir'd in the mid-day heat, ^ :. , ^ 
With buminff eye did hotly overlook themi: • , 

Wifhing Adonis had his team to guides ^ 

So'he weiiejike him^ and by Venki fAt^ 

Kni now Adonis with a lazy fpright, 
And with a heavy, dark, diflikingeye. 
His lowering brows, o'efwhelming his fair fight. 
Like mifty vapours, when they blot the (ky ; 
. Souring hts cheeks, cries, fie, no more of love. 
The fun doth burn my face, I muft remove. 

Ah mcf (quoth Vemts) young, and fo unkind : 
What bareexcufes mak'ft thou to be gone ? 
ril figh celeftial breath, ^hofe gentle wind 
Shall cool the heat of this defcendlng fun. 
I'll make a fhadow for thee of my hairs. 
If they burn too, Vi\ quench them with piytcstrs. 

The fun thatihincs from heaven fhines but warm, 
And, lo, I He between the fun and thee ! ^ 
The heat I have from,thence d6th little harm. 
Thine eye darts forth the fire that burneth me. 
And, were I not immortal, life were done, 
Betw^n this heav'nly and this earthly fun. 

Art thou «)bd urate, ffinty, hard as fteel ? ' ^ 

Nay more than flint, for ftone at rain relenteth : 
Art thou a woman's fon, and canft not feel 
What^tis to love, how want of love tormenteth ? 
Oh ! had thy mother borti fo bad a mind. 
She had not brought forth thee, but died unkind. 
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to Venus and Adonisi 

What am I, that thou fhouldft contemn rhc this ? ' 

Or what great danger dwells upoil my fiiit ? 

What 'were thy lips the worfe^for one poor kifs ? 

Speak fair: but fpeak fair words, or el fe be mute. 
Give me one kifs, I'll give it thee again. 
And ont for int'reft> i( thou wilt have twain. 

Fie, lifelcfs pifture, cold and fenfelefs ftone. 
Well-painted idol, image dull and dead j 
Statufe contenting but the eye alone. 
Thing like a man, but of no woman bred. 

Thou art no man, tho' of a man's comple6lion. 
For men will kifs even by their own dire»5lion. 

Thife faid, impatience chokeis her pleading tongue. 
And fwelling paflion doth provoke a paufe; 
Red checks and fiery eyes blaze forth her wrong. 
Being judge in love, flie cannot right her caufe. 
And now flie weeps, and now (he fain would fpeak. 
And now her fobs do her intendments break. 

Sometimes (he (hakes her head, and then his hand | 
Now gazeth (he on him^ noW on the ground j ' 
Sometimes her arms infold him like a band; 
She would, he will not in her arms be bound : 
And when from thence he druggies to be gone. 
She locks her lily fingers one in one. 

Fondling, faith (he, fince I have bem'd thee here^ 
Within the circuit of this ivory pale, 
ril be the park, and thou (halt be my deer^ 
Feed where thou wilt, on mountain or in dale. 
Graze on my lips ; and if thofe hills be dry, 
3tray lower, where the plcafant fountains lie. 
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Venus; and Adoais^ i i 

Within <hi» Um\t IS relief enough,, - ; ft . :rr// 
Sweet bottom grafs, »nd high delightful; pWn>^ i 
Round rifmg hillocks, brakes obfcure and rough, ' 
To ib^ter the^e from tempeft aiid from rain* 
Then^be my deer, fince I am fucK a p^i^k. 
No dog (ball rouze thee^ tho' a tbottfand^harfc. 

At this ^rfw/i fmile$, a? in difd^n> ' 

That in each cheek appears a pretty dimple ; 
Love made thofe hollows, if hjmfelf Ayere flain. 
He might be buried in a tomb fo.fimple ; 
Foreknowing well if there he came to lie. 
Why there love liv'd, ai?d there he cou'd not die,, 

Thefe loving caves, thefe round enchanted pits^ 
Open'd their mouths to f\yallow f^enus liking : 
Being mad before, how doth Ihe now for wits ? , 
Strudc dead at firtt, what needs a fecond ftriking ? 
Poor queen of love, in thine own law forlorn. 
To love a cheek t,hat fmil^s at thee with fcprn. 

Now which way fttal) fli^ tMrfl ? What (hall ftie fay ? 
Her words are done, her woe$ the more increafing : 
The time is fpent, h«fo!bj.e<ft will away. 
And from her twining amis dpth urge releafing- 
Pity, fhe cries, fome favour<^ fomeremorfel 
Away he fprings, and hafteth to his horfe. 

But, lo t from forth a cops that neighbours by, 
A breeding jennet, lufty, young and proud, 
^^w/V trampling courfer doth efpy, . ' 

And forth flie lufhjBS, fnorts, and jneighs aloud : . ^ 
The ftrong-neck'd fteed, being ty'd unt<xatr«e, 
^re^k^ti* his Jrein, and to her ftraight goes he^ 
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12 Venus and Adani>. 

Imjp^rioviiQy hci leaps, be iieighs, he i)Oun(i$, 
And now his woven girts he breaks afonder j 
The bearing earth with hbiiattl 'hoof lie wounds, 
Whofe hollow womb refounds like heaven's thunder! 
The iron bit he crufhes 'tween his teeth. 
Controlling what he was controlled with. 

His ears up-prick'd, bis braided hanging man«. 
Updn his compafs'd creft, now ftands an end : 
His noftrils drink the air, and forth again. 
As from a furnace, vapours doth he lend : 
His eye, which glitters fcornfully like fire. 
Shews his hoc courage, and his high defirc* 

Sometimes he trots, as if he told the fteps. 
With gentle majefty^ and modeft pride : 
Anon he rears upright, curvets and leaps. 
As who fhould fay, lol thus my ftrength is try'd : 
And thus I do to captivate the eye 
Of the fair breeder that is ftanding by. 

What recketh he his rider's angry ftir, 
His flatt'ring holla, or his ftand, I fay ? i 

What cares he now for curb^ or pricking fpur r 
For rich caparifons, or trappings gay ? 

He fees his love, and nothing elfe he fees. 
For nothing elfe with his proud fight agrees. 

Look when a painter wou'd furpafs the Hfe^ 
In limning out a well- pro portion'd fteed^ 
His art, with natiirc's workmanlhip at ftrife. 
As if the dead the living fhould ex<»ed : 
So did his horfe excel a common ooe. 
In fhape, in courage, colour, pace and bonCi 
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Round-RSoft, fliort-jointed, fetlocks fhag and lon^^ 
Broad breaft, full eyes, fmall head, and noftril wide^ 
High creft, fliort eak's, ftrait legs, and paffing ftrong^ 
Thirt mane, thick tail, broad buttock, tender hide. 
Look, what a horfe {hould have, he did not lack, ' 
Save a proud rider on fo proud a back. 

Sometimes he fciids far off, and there he ftares ; 
Anon he ftarts at ftirring of a feather : 
To bid the wind a bafe he now prepares. 
And where he run, t)r fly, they know not whither^ 
For thro' his mane and tail the high wind fings. 
Fanning the hairs, which heave like feathered wings* 

He looks upon his love, and neighs unto her ; 
She anfwers hioi, as if fhe knew his mind : 
Being proud, as females are, to fee him woo her. 
She puts on outward ftrangenefs, feems unkind. 
Spurns at his love, and fcorns the heat he feels. 
Beating his kind embracements with her heels« 

Then, like a melancholy malecohteht. 
He veils his tail ; that like a falling plume. 
Cool fhadow to his melting buttocks lent ; 
He ftamps and bites the poor flies in his fume : 
His love perceiving how he is enrag'd, 
Grew kinder, and his fury was aflfuag'd. 

His teafty maftet* goes about to take him. 
When lo ! the unback'd breeder, full of fear. 
Jealous of catching, fwiftly doth forfake him, ' 
With her the horfe, and left Adonis there. 

As they were mad, unto the wood they hie thera^ 
Out-ftripping crows, that ftrivc.to over-fly theii. 
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All fwoln with chafing^ down Adonh Cits^ 

Banning his boift'j'ous and Unruly bcaft. 

And now the happy feafon once more fits, . 

That love-ftck Lovi^ by pleld i ng: tn ay be bkft. 
Foe lovers fey, the heart hath triable' wrongs -» 
When it is barr'd the ai dance of the tonguei ' 

An oven that is ftopp'd, or river ftaid, 

Burneth more hotly, fwelleth with more rage : 

So of concealed forrow may be faid ; 

Free vent of words love's fire doth afluage : 
But when the heart's attorney once is mute, 
Th&client breaks, as defperate in his fuit. 

He fees her coming, and begins to glow. 
Even as a dying coal revives with wind ; 
And with his bonnet hides his angry brow. 
Looks on the dull earth with difturbed mind ; 
Taking no notice, that fhe is fo nigh, 
• For all afkance he holds her in his eye. 

O ! what a fight it was wiftly to view 
How flie came Healing to the wayward boy j 
To note the fighting confli<St of her hue. 
How white and red each other did deftroy ! 
But now her cheek was pale, and by and by 
It flafh'd forth fire, as lightning from the flcy. 

Now was fhe juft before him, as he fat. 
And like a lowJy lover down flie kneels; 
With one fair hand (he heaveth up his hat. 
Her other tender hand his fair cheeks feels : 
His tender cheeks receive her foft hand's print, 
As apt, as new-fallen fnow takes any dint. 
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O ! what a war of looks wasthen between theni I 

Her eyes petitfoner$ to his eyes fuing ; 

\rL\s eyes law her eyes, as they had not feen them-; 

Her eyes woo'd ftiil, his eyes difdaia'd the wooing: 
Atxd ali'this dumb play had his a£b made plain. 
With tears^- which chprus-tike,'her eyes did rain. 

Full gently now fhe takes him by the hand, 

A lily prifon'd in a jail of fnow. 

Or ivory in an alabafter band. 

So white a friend ingirts fo white a foe ! 

This beauteous combat, wilful and unwilling, 
Shew*d like to filver doves^ that fit a billing. 

Once more the engine of her thoughts began : 
O faireft mover on this mortd round ! 
Would thou wert, as I am, and I a man, 
My heart air whole, as thine, thy heart my wound. 
For one fweet look my h«lp I would affurc thee, 
Tho' nothing but my body *s banc would cure thee* 

Give me my hand (fafith he) why doft thou feel it ? 
Give me thy heart (faith (he) and thouihalt have it,. 

! give it me, left thy hard heart do fteel it; 
And being fteel'd, foft fighs can never grave itt 

Then love's deep groans I never fliall regard, 
Becaufe:/fe/iw;V heart hath made mine hard. 

For fhame, he ^ries, let go, and let m6 go,' 
My day's delight is paft, my horfc is gone, , 
And 'tis ybur fault, I am bereft him fo : 

1 pray you hence, and leave me here alofte. 

For all my mind, my thought, my bufy care, 
' Is how to get my palfrey from the mare. 
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Thus (he replies : Thy palfrey, as lie fliouM j 
Welcomes the warm approach of fwcet defirc : 
AfFe£tion is a coal, that muft be cool'd ; 
Eife, fufficr'd, it will fet the heaart on lire. 

The fea hath bounds, but deep defirt hath none ; 
. Therefore fio marvel tbo* thy borfc be gone. 

How like a jade he flood, ty'd to a tree. 
Servilely maftred with a leathern rein ! 
But when he faw his love, his youth's fair fee. 
He held fuch petty bondage in difdain ; , 

Throwing the bafe thong from his bendijig creft, 
Enfranchiiing his mouth, his back, his breaft. 

Who fees his true love in her naked bed. 
Teaching the flieets a whiter hue than white. 
But when his ghjtton eye fo full hath fed. 
His other agents aim at like delight ? 
Who is fo faint, that dare not.be fo bold 
To touch the iirc, the weather being cold I ' 

Let me excufe thy courfer, gentle boy, 

And learn of him, I heartily befecch thee, 

To take advantage on prefented joy ; 

Tbo' I were dumb, yet his proceedings teach thee. 
O ! learn to love, the lefibn is but plain. 
And once made perfeft, never loft again. 

I know not love (quoth he) nor will T know>it, 
Unlefs it be a boar, and then I chafe it; 
'Tis much to borrow, and I will not owe it. 
My love to love, is love but to difgracc it ; 
For I have heard it is a life in death, 
That laughs, and weeps, and all but in a breath. 
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Who wears a garment (hapelefs and unfinifh'd ? ' 
Who plucks the bud before one leaf put forth ? 
If fpringing things be any jot diminifliM, 
They wither in their prime, prove nothing worth. 
The colt that's back'd, and burden'd being young, 
Lofeth his prid^, and never waxeth ftrong. 

You hurt my hand with wringing : let us part. 
And leave this idle theme, this bootlefs chat ; 
Remove your fiege from my unyielding heart. 
To love's alarm it will not ope the gate. ^ 

Difmifs your vows, your feigned tears, your flatt'ry; 

For where a heart is hard, they make no batt'ry. 

What! can'ft thou talk? (quoth flie) haft thou a tongue? 
O ! would thou had'ft not, or I had no hearing ! 
Thy mermaid's voice hath done me double wrong ! 
I had my load before, now prefs'd with bearing. 

Melodious difcord I heavenly tune harfh-founding! 

Earth's deep fweet mufick ! and heart's deep fore- 

[wounding ! 
Had I no eyes, but ears, my ears would love 
That inward beauty, and invifible : 
Or were I deaf, thy outward parts would move 
Each part of me, that were but fenfible. 

Tho' neither eyes, nor ears to hear nor fee. 

Yet fhould I be in love, by touching thee. 

Say, that the fenfe of reafon were bereft me, 
And that I could not fee, nor hear, nor touch ; 
And nothing but the very fmell were left me. 
Yet would my love to thee be ftill as much : 
For from the ftillatory of thy face excelling. 
Comes breath perfum'd, that breedeth love by 
fmelling. B 
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But oh ! what banqu^ wert thbu to the taftc. 
Being nuirfe and feeder of the other four ! 
Would they not wifh the feaft fliould ever laft. 
And bid (ufpicion double-lock the door; 
Left jealoufy, that four unwelcome gueft. 
Should by his ftealing in difturb the feaft. 

Once more the ruby-colour'd portal opened. 
Which to his fpeech did honey paflage yield ; 
Like a red morn, that ever yet betoken'd. 
Wreck to the feamen, tempeft to the field. 
Sorrow to fliepherds, woe unto the birds, 
Guft and foul flaws to herdmen and to herds. 

This ill prefage advifedly flie marketh. 
Even as the wind is hufhM before it raineth. 
Or as the wolf doth grin before he barketh. 
Or as the berry breaks before it ftaineth ; 
Or like the deadly bullet of a gun, 
His meaning ftruck her, ere his words begtin. 

And at his look flie flatly fatlleth down ; 
For looks kill love, and lovt by looks revivfeth : 
A fmile recures the wounding of a frowil. 
But blcflid bankrupt, that by love fo thriveth F 

The filly boy believing flie is dead. 

Claps her pale cheek, till clapping makes it red. 

And in amaze brake off his late intent, 
Foriharply he did think to reprehend her. 
Which cunning love did wittily prevent, 
Fair fall the wit, that can fo well defend her : 
For on the grafs flie lies, as flie were flain. 
Till his breath breathed life in her agam. 
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He wrings her npfe, he ftrifces hex on the cheeks 
He bends hejr .fingers, holds her pulfes hard. 
He chafes her lips, ^ thoufa/id ways he feel^ 
To mend the hurt, that his unkindneft marrM; 
He kifTes her, and flie, by her good, will, 
Woi|}d4iever.rife, fo he will kifs her ftill. 

The night of forrow now is turn'd to day. 
Her two blue windows fainily fhe up-heaveth j 
Like the fair fun, when in his frefh array. 
He cheers the morn, and all the world relieveth : 
And as the bright fun glorifies the fky. 
So is her face illumin'd with her eye. 

Whofe beams upon hi^ hairlefs face are fix'd. 
As if from thence they bprrow'd all their fhine : 
Were never four fuch lamps together mix'd. 
Had not his clouded, with his brows repine. 
But hers, which thro' the cryftal tears gave light. 
Shone like the. moon, in water feen by nignt. 

O ! where am I ! (quoth ihe) in earth, or heaven \ 

Or in the oce^n drench'd ! or in the fire ! 

What hour is this ? or morn, or weary even ? 

Do I delight to die ? or life defire f 
But now I liv'd, and life was death's annoy : 
But now I dy'd, and death was lively joy. 

O ! thou didft kill me, kill me once again: 
Thy eyes, Ihrcwd tutor, that hard heart of thine 
Has taught them fcornful tricks, an3 fuch difdain. 
That they have murder'd this poor heart of mine : 
And thefe mine eyes, true leaders to their queen. 
But for thy piteous lips no more had feen.^ 

B 2 
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Long may they kifs each other for this cure ? 

Oh never let their cx\m(on liveries we?r ! 

And as they laft, their .verdure ftijl endure, 

To drive infe<5lion from the dangerous year I 
That th€ ftar-gazers having writ on death, 
May fay, the plague is banifli'd by thy breathe 

Pure lips ! fweet fcals ! in my foft lips imprinted, 
What bargains may I make flill to be fealing ? 
To fell myfelf, I can be well contented, 
So thou wilt buy and pay, and ufe good dealing : 
Which^purchafe if thou make, for fear of flips. 
Set thy feal manual on my wax- red lips. 

A thoufand kifles buys my heart from me, 

And pay them at thy leilure one by one. 

What is ten hundred kifles unto thee ? 

Are they not quickly told, and quickly gone ? 
Say for non-payment that the debt fhould double. 
Is twenty hundred kifles fuch a trouble I 

Fair queen (quoth he) if any love you owe n^e, 

Meafure my ftrangenefs with my unripe years^. 

Before I know myfelf, feek not to know me. 

No fiflier but the unerown fry forbears j 

The mellow plumb doth fall, the green flicks £aft, 
(Jr being early pluck'd, is four totafte. 

Look, the world's comforter, with wjeary gait. 
His day's hot taflc hath ended in the weft ! . 
The owl (night's herald) fhrieks, 'tis very late. 
The fheep are gone to fold, birds to their neft : 
The cole-black clouds, thatfhadow heavjen's light. 
Do fummon us to part, and bid good-night. 
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Now kt me fay gbod-hight, and fo fay you : 

If you will fay fo, you mall have a kifs. 

Good-night (quoth fhe) and ere he fays adieu. 

The honey fee of parting tendred is. 

Her arms do lend his neck a fweet embrace. 
Incorporate then they feem, face grbw^ to face. 

Till brei^thlefs he disjoiri'd, and back\^rd drew 
The heavenly mbifture, that fweet coral mouth, 
Whofe precious tafte her thirfly lips well knew, 
Whereon they furfeit, yet complain on drowth : 
He with her plenty prefs'd, (he faint with dearth, 
Their lips together glu'd, fall to the earth. 

Now quick defire hath caught her yielding prey. 
And glutton-like fhe feeds, yet never filleth ; 
Her lips are conquerors, his lips obey. 
Paying what ranfom the infulter willeth : 

Whofe vultur thought doth pitch the prize fo high 
That fhe will draw his lips rich treafure dry. 

And having felt the fvveetnefs of the fpoil. 
With blindfold fury fhe begins to forage ; 
Her face doth reek and fmoke, her blood doth boil, 
And carelefs lufl flirs up a defperate courage : 

Planting oblivion, beating reafon back ; 

F'orgettingfhame's pure blufh, and honour*^ wrack. 

Hot, fafnt, arid weary with her hard embtacing, 
Likea wild bird being tam'd with too much handling, 
Or as th^ fleet-foot roe, that's tir'd with chafing. 
Or like the frbward infant ftilPd with dandling ; 
He now obeys, and now no more refifteth, 
Whik fhe takes all fhe can, not all fhe liflreth. 

B3 
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What wax fo frossen, but tlHTolvcs with teihpVingK 
And yields at laft ta every light imprefficmi 
Things out of hope are CQinpafs'd oft with vcat'ring. 
Chiefly in love^ wbofe leave exceeds cotmmiffion. 
AfFedlion 6iints not, like a p^le^fac'd: coward, - 
9ut then wooes beft, when moft bi&choke is froW- 

[ard. 
When he did frown* O bad flie then gave over i 
Such ne£tar from his lips fbe had not utck'd : 
Foul words and frowns muft not repel a lover; 
What tbo' the txjfe have pricks ? yet it is pluck'd : 
Were beauty under twenty locks kept faft. 
Yet love breaks thro', and picks them all at laft. 

For pity ](iow fbe can no more detain him ; 

The poor fool prays her that he may depart. 

She is refolvM no longer to reftrain bim. 

Bids him farewell* and look well to her heart; 
The which by Cmpi(ts bow flie doth proteft. 
He carries thence ingaged in his breaft^ ' 

Sweet boy, Ihe fiiy^, this night I'll wafte in fonrow. 
For my iick; heart commaiads mine eyes to watch. : 
Tell me, love's mafier, fltail we meet to morrow .^ 
Say, iDhall we, fhall we* Wilt thou make the matth ? 
rie tells her no : to^nfeorrow he intends 
To bunt tbe boar, with ceitain of his friends* 

The boar ! (quoth ihe) whereat a fudden pale. 
Like lawn being fpread upon the blufbing rofe, 
Ufurps her cheeks ; (he trembles at his tale» . 
And on his neck her yoking arms (Jie throws : 
She fmketh down, ftill hanging on his neck. 
He on her belly falls, ihe on her back% 
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Now is :flie in the very lifl-s of love. 

Her champion mounted for the hot encounter : 

AU is imaginary) She doth prove. 

He will not manage hery althp' he mount her : 
That worfe than TuntaiHs is her annoy. 
To -clip Eljfaan^ and to lack h^r jo^^ 

Even as poor birds, deceived with painted grapes. 
Do furfeit by the eve, and pine the maw: 
Even fo fhe knguiineth in her raiflmps, 
As thofe pocff birds, that helplefs berries faw. 
The warm ^eSts which fhe in him finds mif&ng, 
She feeks to kindle with continual kiffing. 

But all in vain, ^ood queen, it will not be. 
She hath affity'd as- much, as may be proved. 
Her pleading hath defcrv*d a greater fee : 
She's love, me loves, and yet (he is not lov'd ! 

Fie, fie, he fays, yoa crufh me, let me go ; 

You have xio reafon to with-^h^ me fo* 

Thott^hodflbeen gone (quoth flie) fweet boy, ere this, 
But^hatthoo told'fl me thouwould'ft hunt die boar : 
O ! be advis-d ; thou know'fl not what it is^ 
With javelin's point a churtifli fwine to gore, 
Whofe tuflics never ikeatte*d, he wetteth flill. 
Like to a mortal batcher, bent to kill. 

On his^ bow-batck he bath a battel fet 
Of briftly pikes,* that ever threat his foes ; 
His eyesy like glow- worms, fhinfc vrfien he doth fret. 
His fnout digs fcpuicbres where'er he goes : 
Being mov'd, he ftrikes whate'er is in his way y 
And whom he ftrikes, his crooked tufiies (lay. 

B4 
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His brawWy^ fiddsy >t*5th' hkirjr brfftfe^ alrmedj 
Are befi^r'jjrdbf^ than thy ^arVpe^nt^aheaiter^ 
His fliort thick n^ck cannotbe feafily^*armed| 
Bdhg ii*M bn the libn he^wiU v6tttfiii«i ' ' 
The l!h6rn^ brambles, and embracfng bu&es, ^ 
As fearful of hiiti, part, thco* wbdm ke xtlihes. 

Alas! he nought ^fteettis^hat face of thitie,'' 
To which love's eye pays tributary gazes ^ : > 
Nor thy foft hand, fweet lips, and cryftal eync, 
Whofe full perfcftion all the world amazes ; 
But having thee at 'vantage {wondrous dread F) 
Would root thefe beauties, as he roots the mead. 

O ! let him keep his loatWbme cabin ftill ! 

Beauty hath nought to do with fucb foul fiends^ 

Come not within his danger by thy will ; 

They that thrive well, take counfel of their friends* 
When thou didftnattie the boar, not to difiembTe, 
I fear'd thy fortune', arid my joints Jid ti^emble. 

Didft thou not ma^k my fko^ ! Was it not white i 

Saw'ft thou not fighs of ftar ludc in mine eye ? i . 

Grew I not faiht r And felM not downright ? 

Within my bofom, Whereon' tboudoft lie, 

My boding heart pants, beats, and takes no reft. 
But like an earthquake ihslfces thee on my bwait. 

For wtifrd IWe rfeigtns, djfturbing jeakMiilfy ' - ; i 
Doth call Himifelfaffeftion's cemtinel j^ 
G^vc^ ' fal fe al^rm^, fuggefteth nvut iny, 
And in a peaceful hour doth cry, kill, kill 5 

Diftempring gentle love with his defire, 

A5 air and waterdoth abate the- fire. 
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This fpuc/mfowncri'thierbatit- breeding fpy^ , 
T^iisjtrwikcr, diat; eat« up loye!s tf^nck^? ipr4^. 
This. %^rj^t&t\ti <Ufientimi$ }ealoufy,v ^ ; . 
That fometin^elrueniQwsjfometime faWe <4o|:h bring j 
KflQCks^at my heart, aad wWfpers* ia mine ear, 
Th^ if. J lqv«9i thee^ l thy death fliould fear. 

And more than fo, prefenteth to mine eye 
The piflureofan angry chafing boar. 
Under' whofe fharp fangs^- on his back doth lie 
An image like, thyfelf, all ftain'd with gor^ ; 
Whofe blood, upon the frefli flowers being flied. 
Doth jxxake 'emdrop with grief, and hang the head. 

What fhould I do ? feeing! thee fo indeed ? 

That tareinbding at th' imagination. 

The thought of it doth make my faint heart bleed. 

And feair doth teach it divination. 

I prophefy thy-deatb, nay liviag form w^ 
If (tboii. encounter with the boar to-nM)rrow. 

But ifrtbou iieed3 will hunt, be ruiy by me. 
Uncouple) at the timorous flying hare j 
Or at the fox, which livi^s by, liubtilty ; 
Or at the roe, which in9t<e0£0unter dare : 
Purfuc thefft feai fvJ creatures o'er the downs, 
And on thy iwell^breath'd horfe keep with thy 

[hounds. 
And when thoiii h^ft on foot the purblind bare, 
Mark the pooc wretch \ to overfhut his troubles. 
How he out-runR the wind, and with what care, 
He cracks and croflfes with a thoufand doubles. 
The many umfits thro' the which he goes, 
Are like a labyrinth t' amaze his foes. 
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Sonu;lioOi^ lie runa among the flock erf" flieepy 
To make the cunning ^unds miflake their finell ; 
And fometime where earth-delving conies ke^. 
To flop the loud purfuers io their yell j 
And fometime forteth with a heiid of deer : 
Danger devifeth ihifts^ wit waits oa fear« 

For there his fmell with others being tningied. 
The hot-4cent-fnuffing hounds are driven to doubc, 
Cealing their clamorous cry, till they have fingled. 
With much ado, the cold fault cleanly out. 
Then do they fpend their mouths ; echo replies. 
As if another cbace were in the ikies* 

By this poor fFat far off, upon a hill, ^ 
Stands on his hinder legs with liftning ear. 
To hearken if his foes purfue him ftill : 
Anon their loud alarums be doth hear, 
And now his grief may be compared well 
To one ibre fick, that hears the paifing belL 

Then fhalt thou fee the dew-bedabled wretch 
Turn, and return, indenting with the way : 
Each envious briar his weary kgs doth fcra^h. 
Each fhadow makes him ftop^ «ach murmur ftay. 

For mifery is trodden on by many ; 

And being low, never relicv'd by. any^ 

Lie quietly and hear a Uttie more. 
Nay, do not ftruggJe, for thou {halt not rife: 
To make thee hate the hunting of the bcMr^ < 
Unlike myfetf, thou hear'ft me morali^ 
Applying this to tbat^ and fo to.fo^ 
For love can conwnent upon every woe. 
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Where did I le^ve ? No matter wbei« f^oAt tej 
Leave me^ andtlifen the ftory aptly ends t ^^^ ' 
Thejiigbtisfpent* Why,whatof that? (^^loefilhe) 
I am (quoth he) expe&ed of my friends : i - 

And now 'tis daric, and going I fliall H\\. ' 
In night (qqotb ih«) defSe fees beftof all. 

But if thou fall, O! then imagine this. 

The earth in love with thee, thy fbotijtg tripd. 

And all is but to rob thee of a ki£i« 

Rich preys make rich men thieves, fo do thy lips 
Make modeft Dian cloudy and forlorn. 
Left fhe fhduld fteal a kifs, and die forfworn. 

Now of this dark night I perceive the reafon, 
Cynthia for fhamc obfcures herfilver (hrine. 
Till forging nature be condemned of trcafon, 
Foj ftealing molds from heaven, that were divine. 
Wherein ihe framM thee in high heaven's defpite. 
To fhame the fun by day, and her by night. 

And therefore hath (he brib'd the <leftinies 
To crofs the curiousworkmanfliip of nature. 
To n^mgle beauty with iniincnities. 
And pure perfeflion with im^re defeature 5 
Making it fubjexJi to the tyranny 
Of fad mifehances and much mifery. : / 

As burning fever, agues pale and faint,^ ^ ^ 

Life-poifoning peftilence, and frenzies* woad, * ' f 
The marrowi-eating ficknefsi^ whofe attaint ' \ • 
Diforder breeds by heating of the blood: 

Surfeits, impofthumes, grief, and d^mtoy defpafr, 
Swear nature's death, for framing thee fo fair. 
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And not the Jcaft of all thefe maladies, 
But in one minute's fight brings beauty under : 
Both iayoiar, favmir, hue and qualities. 
Whereat th* imp^ial gazer latie did w«onder, 
Areonthefudden wafted^ thaw'd, and dont. 
As nw)untainfnow melts with the mid-day fun. 

Therefore, dcfpile of fruitlefs chaftity, 
Love-lacking veftals, and fdf-loving nuns, 
That on the earth would breed a fcarcity. 
And barren dearth of daughters and of fons. 
Be prodigal. The lamp diat burns by night, 
Dxies up hi-s oil, to lend the world his light. 

What is thy body, but a fwallowing grave, 

Seeming to bury that pofterity, 

Which by the rights of time thou needs muft have. 

If thou deftroy them not in their obfcurity ? 
Jf fo, the world will hold thee in difdain, 
Sith in thy pride fo'fair a hope is (lain. 

So in thyfelf thyfelf art made away, 
A mifchief worfe than civil home-bred ftrife. 
Or theirs, whofe defper ate hands themfelves do flay. 
Or butcher's fire, that reavJgs his fbn of life. 
Foul cankering Tuft tfee hiddeh trcafure frets • 
But gold, that's put to ufe, more gold begets. 

Nay then, quoth Jd$n^ you wiH fall again ' 
Into your idle over-handled theam ; ' ' 

The kifs- 1 gave you is beftow'd in viin. 
And all in vain you ftrive againft the ftrfeamf. 
For byithisblack-'fac'd night, defire'sfdul hurfe. 
Your tr^tife makes me like you wotfe and worfe. 
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If love hath lent you twenty thoufand Idngues^ 
And every tongwe moremoving than youn own. 
Bewitching like the wanton mermaid's fengs^ 
Yet from mme ear the, tempting tunc i&blownw 
For know, my hieart ftands armed inimy ear. 
And will not let a falfe fotind enter there: 

Left the deceiving harmony ihould inin , 

Into the quiet clofure of my breaftj 

And then my little heart were quite undone. 

In his bedchamber to be barr'd of reft. 

No, lady, no, my heart longs not to groan, 
Butfoundly fleeps, while now it fleepsialone. 

What have you urg'd^ that I c&nnot repnove ? 
The path is fmooth that leadeth unto danger. 
I hate not love, but your device in love. 
That lends embraceraent^i unto every ftrangerk 
' You do it for increafe ; O ftrange excufe ! 

When reafon is the bawd to luft's abufe. 
• 
Call it not love, for love Xo heaven isiffed^ 
Since fweating luft on earth wfurps (his name ; 
Under whofe fimple femsbknce he hath fed 
Upon frefl) beauty, blotting it with blame : 

Which the hot tyrant ftaJns, and foan bereaves, 

As caterpillars do the tender leaver. 

Love comforteithtlike fun'*ftiine after rafn \ . ' 

But luft's elFeft is t^ipeft after fuac 
Love's gentle fpring doth'^waysfrefli r^raain : 
Liift's wi'tt^rxCpmes, ere fummer half be done: 
Love furfeits not ; lufl like a glutton dies : 
LfOve is all truth; luft full of foiled lyes. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



3^ Venus and Aionis. 

More I could tell, but mora I dare not fay $ 
The text is old, the orator toa green : 
Therefiwt in* fadnefs now I will away. 
My face is fuil of ihanae, my heart of teca : 
Mine ears, that to your vrantoiiii«aHs attended. 
Do bura themfelves fcff having fo offended. 

With this, he brealoeth irom the fweet embrace 
Of thofe fair arms, which bound him to her breaft i 
And homeward thro' the dark lanes runs apace j 
Leaves Love upon her back deeply diftrcfs'd. 
Look how a bright ftar (hooteth from the iky, 
^ iSCT" So glides he in the night from Fenm* eye. 

^^ , ^ Which after him (he darts, as one on (hore, 

^^ iSii Gazing upon a late embarked friend, 

c^iXt^i^ Till the wild waves will have him feen no more, 

L^^,^^,^/^, Whofe ridges with the meeting clouds contend ; 
^ir"\^ So did the mercilefs and pitchy night, 

«ci AH:: Yq\^ in the Objea, ^hat did feed her fight. 

-jt^^ft^jfsJL Whereat amaz'd, as one that unaware 
^i-^(^ / Hath dropt a precious jewel in the flood ; 
. /^-^^- Or ftonifh'd, as night-wanderers often are, 
t<^^»«>6r Their light blown out in fome miftruftful wood': 
J iZM4^ A Even fo -confounded in the dark flie lay, 
y Having loft the fair difcovery of her way. 

' f^i^p^ AnA now Ihe beats her heart, whereat it groans, 
^f hm^^^/ That all the neighbour caves, as feeming troubled, 
F '^ Make verbal repetition of her moans : 

*^*^^^^^v* Paflion on paifion deeply is redoubled. 
l^rmXHn*^ Ay me ! ihe cries, and twenty times, woe ! woe ! 
^tcJ^ ^UJ^ ^^^ twenty echoes twenty times cry fo. 







V«nus and Adonis. 31 

She marking them, begins a wailing note. 

And fings cxtemp'rally a woful ditty : 

How love makes young men thrall, and old mentk>te i 

How lov£ is wife in folly, fooliih witty : 

Her heavy andiem ftill concludes in woe f . 

And fttll the choir of echoes anfwo-s fo. 

Her fong was tedious, and out*-wore the night. 
For lovers hoiirs are long, tho* feeming Ibort : 
If pleas'd themfelves, others they think delight 
In fuch-like circumftance, with fuch-like fport. 

Their copious flories, oftentimes begun. 

End without audience, and are never done* 

For who hath ihe to fpend the nirht wkkal. 
But idle founds, refetnbBng parautes ? 
Like fhrill-tongu'd tapfters anfwering every call. 
Soothing the humour of fantaftick wits. 

She faid, 'tis fo : they anfwer all, 'tis fo. 

And would fay after her, if ihe faid no« 

Lo f here the ectitlc hark, weary of reft. 

From his moift cabinet mounts up on high. 

And wakes the morning:, from whofe ftl ver hreaft 

The fun arifetli in hig itizjeliy : 

Who doth the worW fo glorioufly behold, 
Thecedar-^ps and hills feem burnifh'd gol<f. 

Venus falutes him with this fair go^-morrow : J 

O thou clear god, and patron of all light ! 

From whom each lamp and fhioingftar doth booritiW 

The beauteous influence, that makes him brighti ^ 

Tiiere lives a fon, that fuck'd an earthly inother. 
May lend thee light, as thou doft lend to other. 
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Thi^ faid, fhe ^^ftetii to a myrtle grdVe^ ^ ^ 
' Mufing the wwrningisfo much o'ci^v^m: «' '^ 
And yet fhe hears no tidings of hef lG>ve :• ' ^ • 
She hearkens for his hounds, and^dr^ his ho^n ; ^ 
AAOn fhe hears them chattnt it XxAWy^ ' -^< 
And all in hafte flie coafteth ^o tjie iry# 

And as ihe riins, the buflies in the way, ' ^ ^ ' 
Some catch her by the neick, fome kiis her face. 
Some twine about her thigh, to make her ftay j 
She ^yildly breaketh from their ftridt embrace, 

Like a milch doe, whofe fweJling dugs do ake^ 
• Hafting to feed her fawn, hid in fome brake. ' 

By this fhe hears the hounds are at a bay, 
Whereat fhe flarts, like one that fpies an adder, 
Wreath'd up in fatal folds, jufl in his Way, 
The fear whereof doth make him fhake and fhudder :- 
Ev'n fo the timorous yelping of the hounds, 
Appals her fenfes, and her fp'rit confounds. 

For now fhe knows it is no gentle chafe. 
But the blunt boar, rough bear, of lion proud; 
Becaufe the cry remaineth in one place. 
Where fearfully the dogs exclaim aloud : 
Finding their enemy to be fo curfl. 
They all flrain curt'fy who fhall cope him firfl. 

This difmal cry rings fedly in her ear. 
Thro' which it enters, to furprize her heart ; 
Who overcome by doubt ^nd bloodlefs fear. 
With cold pale weaknefs numbs each feeling part: 
Like foldiers, when their captain once doth yield j 
They bafely fly, and dare not flay the field. 
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Thus ftandaihe in a tmmhlinftsu:$fi^) 
Till cheeriag. u^ ber (enfea fore difmatii^* 
She tells them 'tisra caufelefs fantaf|r,.. . 
And pbUdifli enou ^^ ^7 ^^ afraid } • 
Bids them le«ire qimkingy wtUs them fe«i« no more : 
And with tluuti woi?d,. m fpjr'd the hunted boar. 

Whofe frodiy mouth bepaintied all with red. 
Like ^Ik ara blood being mingled both together, 
A fecQftd fear thro' all her finews Tpread, 
Which madly hurries her ihe knows not whither. 
This way ihe runs, and now fhe will no further. 
But back retires, * to rate, the boar for murder. 

A thoufand fple^ns bear her a thoufand ways. 
She treads the paths that (he untreads again ; 
Her more than hafte is marred with delays : 
Like the proceedings of a drunken brain. 
Full of refpe^i, yet not at all refpeding ; 
.In hand with all things, nought at all effc&ing. 

Here kennel'd in a brake, ihe finds an houiMlt 
And aiks the weary caitiff for his mailer ^ 
And there another licking of his.wound, 
'Gainil venom'd fores the only fovcreign plaiiler : 
And here ihe meets another fadly fcolding. 
To whom ihe fpeaks, and he replies with howling* 

When he had ceas'd his ill-refounding noife. 
Another ilap-mouth'd mourner, black and grim, 
Againil the welkin vollies out his voice $ 
Another and another anfwer him. 

Clapping their proud tails to the ground below. 
Shaking their fcratcht ears^ bleeding as they go. 
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Look how the^y;Gtl4^'S]poOfpe(^hzv^mazz!^Jh^ ^ . 
At fapp^^s, jigns and pwxliglts^ ^ : . . , 
Whef^n,^ w^Jth fearful cyee^ ttoy, Ipflgt hwne gazU, > 
Infufing thpp> writh dreadful |»rc^pjMeie$ : v l 

Soihe, actbefe fod fignA, dnawdmpdier.breatfl^ 
Ai^d^gM^g it,^gaiii^ exclaims tOJ0i4esltlw ^v 

Hard-favowr'd tyrant, ugly, meagre^ leani, / i 
Hateful divorce of love (thus ebidesihe death) 1 1 
Grim-^^ritmiflg ghoft, earth^s ^^nn^ what doft tfaonf 
To fti^ beauty, and to fteal his bireath f [mean^* 
Who when he liv'd, his breath and beauty &i 
Glofs on the rofe, fmellto ^.vioieC 

If he be deady O no\ it canitot be ? . ( 

Seeing his beiiuty, thou ihouidft ftrike at it* 
O! yes, it may; thou hi^ no eyes to* fce^ 
But hatefully at randfom daft di^u btt. 
Thy mark is feeble age ; biit thy £alfe datrt 
MiAakes that aim, ami cksyes an iniantt^^ hiealtr 

Hadft thou but bid beware, then he.had fpoke, ^ :^ 
And hearing him, thy power had loft hsspower^: 
The deftinies will curfethoettfbr this fbokey i 

They bid thee <:rop a wtei^ tfa«m<:plsck'ft ziBcvmi 
Love's golden arrow at him fhould have iled^ ^ 
And not death's ebon dirt to ftrike him^fi^« ^ 

Doft thou^ink tears^ that thou provok^ft facfewtep^ 
What may a heavy groatt advantage thee f [ingii 
Why haft thou caft into eternal ffeeping 
Thofe eyes, that taught all other ey^s to fee? ' ' 
Now natuFt cares not for thy mortal vigour. 
Since her beft woric is rum'd vrMi thy rigour. 
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Here oveic^iiie,^ as on^ fuW df defp j(lr, ' ^ ' 
She veil'd her eyeJids, i«*ich like fluicesf lloppTd 
Theciryftai tide, that from her two cheeks fair. 
In the fweet channel of her boforti dropp'd. 
But thro' the fbod-gates breaks the fflver rain, 
And witb^hl^ftrong courfe opens them Kgain. 

O ! how ker eyes wd tears -did lend and borrow ! 
Her dyc» icen ix% her tears, tears in her eye ; 
Both cryftals, where they viewed each other^s forrow: 
Sorrow, that friendly fighs fought ftill to dry. 

Btxt like a ftormy day, now wind, now rain ; 

Sighs dry her chedcs^ tears make them wet again* 

Variable j)affion8 throng her conftant woe. 
As ftriving which (houM beft become her grief: 
All entertain'dy each pafflon labours fo. 
That every prefent forrow feemeth chief. 
But tuRne is beft, then join they all together, 
Like many cloada oonfulting for foul weather.- 

By this, farx>fF, fheheai^ foiue huntiman hollow: 
A nuWe's fang ne'er pleav^d her babe (b well. 
The dire imagination fhe did follow, 
This found of hope doth iabour to expel : 

For now reviving joy bids her rejoice. 

And flatters her, it is Adonis^ voice. 

Whi^at her tears began to turn their tide. 
Being prifon'd in her eye, like pearls in glafs : 
Yet uMnetime falls an orient drop befide. 
Which her cheek melts, as fcorning it fhould pafs 
To waib the foul face of the fluttifli ground. 
Who. is bi^t drunken when ihe feemeth drown'd« 

C 2 
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hard fcelleving love ! how ftrange it feemj 
Not to believe ! and yet too' credulous f 

Thy weal and woe are both of them extremes, 
Dcfpair ^nd hope make thee ridiculous ! 

The one doth flatter thee in thoughts unlikely. 
With likely thoughts the other kills thee quickly. 

N le web that fhe had wrought, 

Ji ith is not to blame : 

It alPd him all to nought, 

N ir to his hateful name : 

ig of graves, and grave for kings, 

jf mortal things. 

No, no, (quoth fhe) fweet death, I did but jell; 
Yet pardon me, I felt, a kind of fear. 
When a$ I met the boar, that bloody beaft. 
Which knows no pity, but is ftill fevcrc. 
Then gentle fliadow (truth I muft confefsl ' 
I rail'd on thee fearing my love's deceafe. 

'Tis not my fault : the boar provok'd my tongue ! 

Be wreak'd on Jiim (invifible commander!) 

'Tis he, foul creature, that hath done thee wrong,. 

1 did but ad, he's author of thy flander. 

Grief hath two tongues, and never woman yet 
Cou'd rule them both without ten womcns wit* 

Thus hoping that Adonis is alive, . ' 

Her rafh fufpeft (he doth extenuate ; ' 

And that his beauty may the better thrive. 
With' death fhe humbly doth infmuate -^ 

Tells him of trophies, ftatues, tombs, and ftbries. 
His viftories, his triumphs, and his glories. 
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O Jove! quoth (he, how much a fool was I^ 
To be of luch a weak and filly mind. 
To wail his death, who lives, and muft not die. 
Till mutual overthrow of mortal kind ! ' 

For he being dead, with him is beauty flain. 
And beauty dead, black, chaos comes again. 

Fyc ! fye ! fond love, thou art fo full of fear. 
As one with treafure laden, hem'd with thieves : 
Trifles (unwitneffed with eye or ear) 
Thy coward heart, with falfe bethinking grieves. 
Even at this word (he hears a merry horn. 
Whereat (he leaps, that was but late forlorn. 

As faulcon to the lure, away (he flies : 
The grafs (loops not, (he treads on it fo light, 
And in her hafte unfortunately fpies 
The foul boar's conqueft on her fair delight. 
Which feen, her eyes, as murder'd with the view, 
Like jdars a(ham'd of day, themfelves withdrew. 

Or aa the (nail, whofe tender horns being hit. 
Shrinks backward in his fhelly cave with pain. 
And there, all fmoth^r'd up, in (hade doth fit. 
Long after fearing to creep forth again : 
So, at his bloody view her eyes are fled 
Into the deep dark cabins of her head. 

Where they refign'd their ofiice and their light 
To the difpofing of her troubled brain : 
Who bids them ftill confort with ugly night, ^ 
And never wound the heart with looks again : 
Who like a king perplexed in his throne. 
By their fuggeilions gives a deadly groan. 
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Wher^i7;^Qbiii:ibular]r.ruJ3Jt£t,,qiial^i»f[» \ / 

Afi,w)ien thc^wMwl, imprtfon^d ia the grojmJ^ . / 
S^^M^ %-P*ffi««* earth's fq^ndatiofl ihaiia^ » 
Which with cold terrors doth aieD^nunds conf^ni) 
Thi^ mutiny each part doth fo furpri^^r . ■ 
That from their dark bedsyoncci mofCy ieapbere^es. 

And, bcixig open'd, threw unwilling fight , r 
Upon the wide wound, that the boar bad trctich'^" 
In his foft flank ; whofe wonted lily white 
Withpurple tears, that his wound wept| was drench'd. 
No flower was nigh, no grafs, herb, leaf, or weod. 
But ftole his blood, and feem'd with him to blepd. 

This folemn fympathy poor Fettus notetb^ r 

Over one ibouider doth fhe hang her head ; 

Dumbly fhe pailions, frantickly ihe doteth ; . ; 

She thinks he could not die, he is not dcad» ' 

Her Voice is ftopp'd, her joints forget to bowv 
Her eyes are mad»^ that they thave wept tiU.now. 

Upon his hurt fliQ looks fo jftedf^ly, | 

That her fi^\it darling, makes the wound feemthr^ 
And then me reprehends her^nangling eye, . ^ j 
That makes moregaChes whei^e no breach ihould.bq: 
His face feems twain, each {eyeral limb is doubled. 
For oft the eye miftake^, rthe brain being troubled. 

My tongue cannot expreis my grief f9r,x>nc;; , : fj 
And yet (quoth fliej behold two Jdm 4^4 ' /^ i 
My fighs are- blown away, my fait fiears gone, ;; 
Mine eyes are turn'd to fire, my heart to lead : 
Heavy hearts lead melt at mine syesas fee. 
So Ibali I die by d^ops of bpt ^cjureu . 
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Alas, poorw«*l4*rw1iattte;iniife'ftaftfe6al6^^ 
What fiitife i^emttmis ^ive tMe^ vf^cAHW ^ ^ewfti|^ 
Wiidfe toflgueis mufiek ikw r w^ 

The floWtt^a^'e fWeet, theii^cdkiur^ frefli'iirid tfim, 

Bonnet, dr veil, henceffonh no ci-eattitf e #e^r ; '^ 
Not fun, hor wind will ever ftHve to kifs ybu t 
Having no fair to lofe, ybu need not fear ; 
The furt doth Ccorti you, and the Vtriwd doth hifi yoii. 
Butt when Admh liv'd, ftin land fharp ait 
LiirkM like two thieves, to rob*him t)f his fair. 

And therefore Wot3t*d he put his bonnet on, -^ 

Under whofi brim the gaudy fun wou'd peep ; 
The wind woU'd bl6w it off, and being gone. 
Play with his locks, then wou'd Adonis weep : ; 
Ahd ftraight, in pity of his tender years, 
They*oth Wou'd ftrive who firft ftiou'd dry his tears. 

To fee his face, the Hon Walks along 
BcRiiid fome hedge, becaufe h€ wou'd not fear him 5 
To recreate himfelf 'when hfe^ hath fung, 
fht tyger woU'd be tatme, and gently hear him : 
^ If hehad fpofce, the wolf wouM leave his prey, 
Artd neverfright the filly iamb that day. 

When he? beheld his fhadow in a brook. 
There flfljte fpread on it their golden gills: 
When hb vH^ by, the birds fuch pleafure took. 
That fotat would fing, fbrne other in their bills 

Woitld bring him mulberries, and ripe red cherries ; 

He fed them with Jiis fight, they him with berries. 

C_4 
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But this ft^-:0tkn, nairf nt^iiifhb\mdhokt^ i 
Whofe downward eye Ml itnkttkior^ grave9' ^2 
Ne'er faw the bcaiitfe^u^liVfefy that fee wcwrtviii ^1 
Witnefs the ehtcftiainmem that he'^**«. v : 1 
If he didcfte hJs^face, ^hy ihein^l knOWi > ^' 
Hethbbght to kifs him, ^nd^hathMiy hirtiAfo. 

*Tis true, true, true, ^ms'^iv^i JdoHit&$Afky ^ ^ [^ 
He ran upt>n the- boai* with his iharp fpear^ ^ '^ 
Who wou'd 'not whet his tectti at him again, ^ 
But by a kifs thought to perfti'ade him there: ' "^ 
And noufling in his fknk, the Idving f#in« ■ 
Sheath 'd unaware his tuflc in his foft groittw; '^ 

Had I been tooth'd like him, I muftconfefs, ' ^ 
With kiffing him, I fhou'd have kill'd him firft.^ - 
But he is dead, and never did he blefs * 

My itiouth with his ; the more am I acours'd^ ' • 
With this (he falleth in the place fhe Aooij ^ 
And ftiins her face with bk congealed bloodi 

She looks upon his lip^, and they are pate ^ / i i 
She takes him hy the hand, and that is coldi ' | 
She whifpers in his e^r a heavy tale, * * 

As if he heard the woful ^/vbrds (he told : " '^ 

She lifts the coflfer^lldsf that clofe his eyes^ • 
Where, lo ! two lamps bui-nt out in daricnefe lies. 

Two glafles, where berfelf herfdf beheld ■ t ; 
A thoufand times, and now ho more reflfetSl j - A 
Their virtue loft, wherein they late ekcd^dy < 
And every beauty robh'd of his efFetSt. ^ ^'^ 

Wonder of time! (quodi (he) this is Wyrfpi^t, 
That, you being dead, the day fhould yet be l^ght. 
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Since lihp|i:»ridi^cH lor! h«re I:propl|?/jrr i: ' v^ 
SorrowiOdEi love h^r^Hfter'fcall attead j * . , ., /7 
It Ihall'tejraieed^^n witUjealQufy,, , t ., , , ;- 
Find Aveet b(Egiiy)ji)gj hwt unftvwgr e^d, . .1, ;r 
Ne'c^jfettW Q^piftlly to higb or Jo^ ; , 
TiwA iJlvlQve*:ajlwures fhall uot-owtcb Jl^is-woc, 

It fliall>9 fielde, falfe, , and full of bwA^ - 
And fhall be blaft^d in a breatbi^g wbile^- 1 

The bo]ttom poifon, and the top o'^r-^ftraw'd 
With fwe«t8, that fliall the Iharpeft iigbt beguile. 
The ftroogeft body ftiall it make moil VfcSi^, 
Strike the wife dumb, and teach the fooU^^pe^* 

It fhall be fparing^ and too full of riot. 

Teaching decrepit ajffe to tread the meafures ; 

The ftaring ruffian fhall it keep in quiet, . ♦ . 

Pluck down the rd<;h, inrich the poor with treafiires^ 1 
It ibaU be: raging mad, a^id filly mild, 
Mdke^ the young old, the old become a child* 

It fhall AifpecS:,, \^h<ere i$ no cauie of fear ; 
It fh^l) not fear, where itiboi^M moft miilruft ; 
It fhall be merciful and too feyere. 
And mofl deceiving Vfb«n it fcemsmoft juft ; 
Pervef fe it fliail be^ when it feems moft toward, 
. P^t, foar to vai.our5 courage to the coward. 

It fhall b^ <:awfe of war and dire events. 
And fet dififenfion 'twixt the fon and fire ; 
Subje^trandjfexvile to ail difcontents. 
As dry combuftious matter is to fire. . '. 

, Sith, in hi^ prime, de^th doth my love deftroy, 
.Th|>y tjiat l^m ^^ their love ihall not enjoy,-. 
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By this the boy that by her fide lay kill'd. 
Was melted like a vapour from her fight. 
And in his blood, that on the ground lay fpilPd, 
A purple flower fpning up chequered with white, 
Refembling well his pale chc^s and the blood, 
Whkh in round drops upon their whitenefs ftood; 

She bows her head the new-fpning flower to fmeU^ 
Comparing it to her Adonis^ breath : 
And fays, within her bofom it (hall dwell, 
Since he himfelf is reft from her by death : 
She crops the ftalk, and in the breach appears 
Green dropping fap, which (he compares to tears. 

Poor flower I (quoth (he) this was thy father's guife^ 

(Sweet iiTue of a more fweet-fmelling fire) 

For every little grief to wet his eyes. 

To grow unto himfelf was his defire. 

And fo *tis thine ; but know it is as good 
To witlier in my breaft, as in his blood. 

Here was thy father's bed, here is my breaft, 
. Thou art the next of blood, and 'tis thy right ; 
Lo ! in this hollow cradle take thy reft, 
Mythrobbing heart (hall rock thee day and night ; 
There (hall not be one minute of an hour. 
Wherein I will not kifs my fweet love's flower. 

Thus weary of the world, away (he hies. 
And yokes her (ilver dove$, by whofe fwift aid, 
Their miffarefs mounted, thro' the empty (kies 
I<1 her light chariot quickly is convey'd ; 

Holding their courfe to Paphos^ where their queen 
Means to immure herfelf, and not be feen. 
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JiE^NRT WRIO l^BESL T, 

1 Bari.$f Southampton, and Barm ^Tichfield^ : 

Right Honour abhy ,, ^ , 

The love I dedicate to your lordfliip is ivithoiA 
end : lyhercof this pamphlet, without beglfinirtg, 
is but a fuperfluous moiety. The warrant 1 have 
bf your honourable dilpofition, not the wc^th ©f toy 
lintutor*d lines, makes it aflui-ed of aCc^arfC€f, 
What I have donte is yours, what 1 have to do k 
yours^ being part in all I have devoted yours* .Wens 
my worth greater, my duty fliould ihew greater c 
mean time, as it fs, it is bound to vour tord(h)p : 
to whom I wiib long life, ftill lengthened with all 
happincfs, j 

' ' ' 

Your LordfhtpV in ^U 'dtity, 

b . '•■, * . ■ 

\ — ^ WilK 8bakel|>eitl 



. -■> i-'ik 
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The AkduinENT. 

LueiufTarqiiinius ' (fdr 'his exceiflive ptii^ ftr- 
named Superbus) after he had caufed his father-in- 
law^, Sefviks TuUiusj to be crudly^ murder^, 4nd 
contrary to the Roman laws and cuftoms, not re- 
quiring or ftaying for the people's fuffrages, had 
poflefled himfelf of the kingdom ; went, accompa- 
nied with his fons, and other noblemen of ^^w^, 
to befiegc Ardea, During which fiege, the princi- 
pal men of the army meeting one evening at the 
tent of Sextut Tarquiniusj the king's fon, in their 
^ifeourfes after fupper, every one commanded the 
virtues of his own wife ; amoM whom Coktinus 
f^%fA\^ the incomparable chaftity of Jiis wJie 
J^ucrsee. In that pleafant humour they all poiled 
ti>}Mj3mey and intending, by their fecret and fuddea 
arrivali to -pnake trial of that which every* one bad 
.before avouched : only Colatinus finds his wife 
^diough it were late in the night) fpinningamongft 
her maids, the other ladies were found all dancing 
and revelling, or in feveral difports. Whereupon 
the noblemen yielded Colatinus the viftory, and his 
wife the fame. At that time, Sextus Tarqusmus 
being inflamed with Lucrmh beauty, yet fmother- 
inff his paflion for the prefent, departed with the 
reft back to the camp ; from whence he ihortly after 
privily withdrew himfelf, and was (according to 
hi» ftale) royally entertained, and lodged by Lucrecr 
at Colatium. The fame night, he treacheroufly 
ftealing into her chamber, violently ravifhed her j 
and early in the morning fpeeded away. Lucrur, in 
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45 ^ The ArcumFnt, ' ; 

0115 lamentable plight, haftily difpatcheth meflen4 
gers, one to Rome for her father, another to the 
camp for Colatine. They came, |hq one accott^a- 
tiied with Junius Brutus j the othet wth Puilius 
Valerius : and finding Lucrece aftired in a niournine 
babit, demtoded the caufe of her for^oW. She ik^ 
taking an oath of them for her revenge, r^caded th(^ 
a6)or, and ^ole matter of his dealing, sind withal' 
ftiddenly ftabbed herfelf. Which done, with one, 
confent, they all vowed \o root out the whole h^d 
family of the Tarquins : and bearing the dead body 
to Rome J Brutus acqis«inted the people with the 
doer, and manner of the vile deed ; with a bitter 
invcftive againft the tyranny of the king : where-.* 
with the people were fo moved, that with one con- 
jfent, and a general acclamation, the Tarquins were 
all exiled, and the ftate*governmettt changed^ from 
kinp to confuls* 
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T^ROuiH w LUCREgji.; 



ifte 



UapIy that oame of chafte, unhaply fet 
This, baitlefs ^dge on his ie^n aw>€tite ; 
When Colatim unwifejy 4id not let. 
To prai£e the clear unmatched red and white^ 
Which triumph'd in that flcy of his delight } 

Where mortal ftar, as bright as heaven's beauties. 
With pure afpeds did him peculiar duties. 

For he the night before, in j(^r^«/Vs tent. 
Unlocked the treafure of his happy ftate : 
What prixelefs wealth the heavens had him lent. 
In the poflef&on of his beauteous mate j 
Reckoning his fortune at fo high a rate. 

That kmgs might be efpoufed to more fame. 
But king nor prince to fuch a peerlefs dame. 

O happinefs enjoy'd but of a few ! 
i\nd if poiTefs'd, as foon decay'd and done ! 
As is the morning's filver melting dew, 
Againft the golden fplendor of the fun ; 
A date expir^i and canceled ere begun. 
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4? Tarquin and Lucrece* 

. Honour and beauty in the owner's arms, 
Are'weakly fortreft from a world of harms. 

Beauty itfclf doth of itfelf perfuadc 

The tycs of men without an orator 5 

What needed then apologies be made. 

To fet forth that which is fo Angular i 

Or why is Colatine the publiflier 

Of that rich Jewel he fhould keep unknowil 
From thievim cares, becaufe it is his own i 

Perchance his boaft of Lucreci fov^reignty 

Sug^fted this proud iflfue of a king ; 

For by our ears our hearts oft tainted be. 

Perchance, that envy of fo rich a thing 

Braving compare, difdainfully did fting [vant 

His high-pitcht thoughts, that meaner men fhould 
The golden-hap, which their fuperiors want. 

But fome untimely thought did inftigate 
His all too timelefs fpeed, if none of thofe. 
His honour j his affairs, his friends, his ftate, 
Neglefted all, with fwift intent he goes 
To quench the coal, which in his liver glows. 

O raih falfe heat wrapt in repentant cold ! 

Thy hafty fpring ftill bkfts, and ne'er grows old. 

When at Colatiutn this falfe lord arriv'd. 
Well was he welcom'd by the Roman dame. 
Within whofe face beauty and virtue ftriv'd. 
Which of them both fliould underprop her fame. 
When virtue brag'd, beauty would blufh for fhame \ 
When bes&uty boafted blufhes, in defpight. 
Virtue would ftein that o'er with filver white. 
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Tarquin ^ Lucreee* 49 

But beautjr, in that whkt intituhd, " , 

From f^^iN* doves doth challenge that fair £eM ; 
Then virtue claims from beauty beauty's red. 
Which virtue gave the golden age to gild 
Her niver cheeks and caU'd, it then her flijeld | 
Teaching them thus to ufe it in the Aght, 
When Oiame aflail'd, the red fhould fence the 

[white. 
This boraldfy'in Lucrece face was feen, 
Argu'd by beauty's red and virtue's white ; 
Of cither's colour was the other queen. 
Proving from world's minority their right ; 
Yet their ambition makes them ftill to fight : 
The fov'reignty of either being fo great. 
That oft they interchange each other's feat. 

This filent war of lilies and of rofes. 
Which Tarqtdn view'd in her fair face's field. 
In their pure ranks his traitor eye inclofes. 
Where, left between them both it fhould be kill'd. 
The coward captive vanquiflied doth yield 
To thofe two armies, that would let him go. 
Rather than triumph o'er fo falfe a foe. 

Now tliinks ihc, that her hufband's (hallow tongue, 
The niggard prodigal, that prais'd her fo. 
In that high talk hath done her beauty wrong. 
Which far exceeds his barren Ikill to mow. 
Therefore thact praife, which Colatine doth owe, 
Inchanted tarquin anfwers with furmife. 
In (ilpRt wonder of ftill gazing eyes. . 



This earthly faint, adored by this devil. 
Little fufpecled the falfe woriWpper. 



D 
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50 TAnqunt imd Liiorecd. 

* For thotig^hrs unftaifiM do fetdbm dredm «f evil, 

* Birds ndver lim'd, iiafecfct btiflies fefar^ 
So guiltlefs (he fecurely gives good chear 

And reverend wssicome tx> Iver princtljr gtieU, f * 
Whofe inward ill n& outwanl 'harm txptt^i 'I 

For thfet he coloured with his high^^ftttWj* n - [^ 
Hiding bafe fin in pleats of ffia[}cfty, ' '^ '1 

That nothing in him feem'd inordinate, ^ "^ 
Save fometirties too imich wonder of his ejre : 
Which having all, all could not fatisfy ; 
But poorly rich fo wanteth ih bis ftore, 
That doy'd with much, he pineth ftitt for more. 

Btit fhe that never eof^d With ftvang^-eyes^, 

Could pick no meaning ffom their parling looks. 

Nor read the fubtle ihining fecii^fies 
. Writ in the ghrfTy margents «f fuch 'Wks, 

She touch'd no unknown baits, nor fear'd no hooks ; 
Nor could fte moralise his* Watiton firht 
More, than his eyes were open^^ to the light. * 

He ftories to her ears her hulband*s fame^ 
Won in the fields of fnritAil Italy ; 
And deck3 with pi«aiA^s €otatin^h high name. 
Made glorteus by-hie ^ahly eh^valvy^ • » 

Pf^th bruifed arms and wreaths of'viSfory. 

Her joy with heavM^up hat^d'iheddfh ttqpH&fsJ 
And wordkfs^ fo greets heav^n^'for his*ftietefty 

Far from the pufpdfe of his coming tlifthl^,- > ^ 
He makes excufes for bis being there ; ^ ' A 
Noddudy fliow of ftormy bluft^ring weather, • 
Doth yet mhisfiHj^welkjn'Onfce appear, ' '^i • 
TiH fable night, fad fource of dread and fear^ 
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And in^h^rvaul^y pfifonihuts the dfiy* ; 

For then is Tar^in hrQu^t wrttP hi^^b^, 

InterHdiog'^eftrilier&wilh heavy fpr^t^i 

For after fupper long he queftioned 

With mo^e&il,u^r^£0j and wor^ put; the night. 

Now leaden flumber with life's ftrength doth fight. 
And every one to reft th^miielves betake, 
Sav&thicvesi, and cat^esg m4 troubled ^linds that 
, [wake. 

As one of which, doth Tarfuin lie revolving 

^l^f^ fundJ'X dang^s of his will's obtaining. 

Yet ever to obtain his will refolving, 

Tho' wc^-builtbQpesperfuade him to abftaining; 

Defpm to gain doth ^raflick oft for gaining : 
And when gire^t tireafure i^ th9 tneed proposed, 
Tho' d^a^ hei^^d^uncfl, there's up de^th fuppos'd. 

Thofe that mticb €ovet are of gain Xo, Jfand , 
That oft they baY^:notttot whiph they poflefs j 
They fcatter and unloofe it from their bond. 
And fo by' hopii^ Vi^mi -tb^y rhave bi^ \cfs^ y 
Or gaining more, the profit of exce^ 
Is but to furfeit, and f^Gh gri«f;^ fM.ftain, ^ 
That they prpve bankrupt i|> tbi$ popr, rich, gaip. 

The mm tirf" all* is bMt to nurfe the life 
Wikh bo^QV^ wealth and eafe in waininjg .age : 
And in this aim there is fuch thwarting urife, ^ 
That of*e ft>r «I), or all for oiue we gage :. 
As life for honour, in fell battles rage, 

Honqnr i<(»r. wealthy and oft that wealth doth ci^ 
Thed^aibipf all, and altpgcthef Wil. ^^ 
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52 Tarquin anS Lucrece. 

So that in yentufing'an, we feave to be '' 
The thing^ we are, for that which we expfecSl: 
And ^his aoibitious foul infirmity. 
In having mjuich, torments us with defeft' ' 
Of that we have : fo then we do negkft 

The thing we have, and, all for want of wit, 
Make fomething nothing, by augmenting it. ^ 

Such h luft doating Tarquin make, 

Pawnin r to obtaiin his luft: ' 

And foj mfelf he muft forfake ; 

Then v i, if there be no felf-truft? 

When : k to find a ftranger juft, ' "' 

When he hi mfelf, hi mfelf confounds, betrays. 
To fland'rous tongues the wretched hateful lays ? 

Now ftole :ime the dead of riight. 

When hea^ d clos'd up ihortal eyes ; • * 

No comfor did lend his light, ' - ' ' 

No noife b nd wolves death-boding cries : 

Now ferves i, that they may fui^pnze ' 

The filly lambs ; pure thoughts are dead and ftilj, 

Whilft luft arid niurder wakes to ftain and k5ft. 

• : • ii - . " >. M 

And now tliis'luftful lord Ibpt ftom his bed, ' * 
Throwing his mantle rtidely o'er his arm, 
Is madly toft between defire &ild dread j - < ' 

Th' one fleetly flatters, the other feareth harm : 
But honeff fear, bewitch'd With liift'i^ foul chartn, 
Doth too too oft betake him to retire. 
Beaten away by br^infick riide dtffire. ' ' • - ^ 

His fauchion on a flint' he foftly fiii'iteth^ ' 

1 bat froni the cold ftone fparkS t)f fi:re do %, ' 
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Tarqpin md Lucrece. 53 

Whereat a ^xea torch forthwith he ligbteth, 
Which.muft be Wd-ftar to his luftful eye : 
And to the flame thus fpeaks advifedly ; 

* As from .this cold flint I enforced this fii«, 

* So Lutrue muft I force to my defirc.' 

Here pale^with fear, he doth premeditate 
The dangers of his loathfome enterprize ; 
And in his inward mind he doth debate 
What following forrow may on this arife : 
Then looking fcornfuUy he doth defpife 
His naked armoinr of ftill flaughter'd luft. 
And juftly thus controuls his thoughts unjuft. * 

Fair tor(;b burn out thy light, and lend it not 
To da^^ken her, whofe light excelleth thine : 
And die unhallpw'd thoughts, before you blot 
With your uncleanr>efe, that which is divine. 
OflFer pure inqeofe to fo pure a flirine : 

Let fair.hunaanity abhor the deed^ 

Th^t ipota atxdilain? love's modeft fnow-whfte 

[weed, 
.0 i(bapr)e to knigbthop^, and to {hining arms ! 
O foul dishonour to my hou(hold*s grave ! 
O impiousad, including all foul harms ! 
A martial man tp be fofti fancy's flave ! 
True valour ilill a true refpedt fhould have. 

Th^n pfiy digreifion is fo vile, fo bafe, 

Tb^ it, will live engraven in my face* 

Yes, tho' I die, the fcandal will furvive, 
And be an eye-fore in my golden coat : 
Some loathfome da(h ^he herald will contrive 
To cypher jjxe, how .fondly I.did dote,: 
That my pofterity Ihamcd with the note, 
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14 T^P^ttiA Mtl Lo^ficc. 

Shall ^urfe Ttty^boiter, mttd^tokl itcfbr iki^fift/ 
To wifh.tbat I their fiither had notbedni ^' - 

What win I, if I gain the thing I^^k ? ' 
A dream, a^brinttk, a froth c*f fleeting Jcjjr, i ^ 
Who buys a minute's mirth, to wail a week f 
Or fells ecemitjr^ to get a toy ? 
For one fweet grape, who will the vine deftroy ? 
Or what,fbnd beggar, but to touch the Crown," 
Would with the fc5cpter ftrait be ftrucken down f 

If Colatinut dream of my intent. 
Will he not wake, and in- adefperate rage 
. Poft hither, this vile purpofe to prevent ? 
Thid itege, that hath ingtrt his marriage, ' 
This blur to youth, this forrow to the fagc, 
Thid dying virtue, this furviving ihame, 
Whofe crime will bear an cvcr-during blame. " 

O what excufe can my ininBrnttoii make, • ' 

When thou'fhalt charge mewathib blttck a deed^l 
Will not my tongue be mute, my frail Joints (hake ? 
Mine eyes forego chetr light^ my ialie hvart blied ? 
The guilt being great, the fear doth ftill exceed, 
And extreote fear can neithef fight nor fty, : * ^ 
But coward-like with tnembUng terror dieiw ^ 

Had Colattms kill'd my ion or flte, 

Or lain in ambufh to betray my iiU j v i * 

Or were he not my dear friend, this defire 

Might have excufe to work upon his wf fe^ 

As in revenge or quital of fuch Jlrife : 

But as he is my kinfman, my dear friend, 
The ihame and fault finds no excufe nor end. ^ 
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I'll beg her love ; but (he \s not her own : 
The worft'i» but deniad, and reproving ; '* i ^ ' 
My will ie^.ftrong^ paft reafoa's wssdc^remoivif^i 
Who fears a fentence, or an -old man's faw. 
Shall by a painted cloth bekeptmawew 

Thrus (gracelefe) holds be difpiitation, 
*Twectt frossen confciettce'and hot-burning will ; 
And with good thoughts makes difpenfation. 
Urging the worfer fenfefor 'vantage ftill ; 
Which m a moment doth confound am} kill * 
All pure effefU, and doth fo far proceed, - 
That what is vale (hews like a virtoous deed. 

Quoth he, fhe t^ok me kiddly by the hand. 
And ^ate'd fw tidings in n^ eager eyes, > 

Fearing fome bad news from the warlike band^ 
Where her biekyveA Gehiinus liest 
Obh^lr jlilr Awp did mako hcrd^knir tire? 
^ :>-Eitft, red as rofest, that on lawn, we lay, 
' ^'^hen wkite a^ lawn, t^ae rofes took away. 

.1 ^y^^ ,. ■ ; '* '-*.'•'' 

And nti^ berhiuid in my hand being lockM, 
Forced it (»« tremjbfal with her loyal ffear :' 
Which ftrook her fad, and then it fafter rock'd. 
Until her hufbapd's welfare ihe 4id bear j ; i 
Whereat fhc fnrifcd with* fo fw^tfC a chear, - ^ 
That ht^ Narcijfus fedn her as (heftood, - - ^ 
Self-lo^e had never drown'd him in the flood* ^ ' 

Why hunt I theh fof colour or excufes? l 
Allofatofls are dumbi when beauty pleads. 

D4 
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5^ T^iTtfrnn aid Luoiroe; 

Poor wretches Have rdmorft' iir iidor aKufes | > . 
Love tilftveft note in tlie^ h^tu-t; mat fliadows ^ircalTs, 
AfFe<5tion is mv captain, and he leads ; 
And*itheiif'hf6gairdy banneris diifla^'d^ u; u. ^ 
The coi^a^fd Aght^ and Aviil noobe difhuiyUd ^-^^ 

Then >el|ildiA^ fear avant ! debatitig^die! > >u->inV'^ 
Re(})t£t knd reafon wait on wi^inklot agel i I 

My heart fliall never eounterti^«hd mine eye» -^ 
Sad ^ufe and de^p regard befeems the fage s t 
My part is youth, and beats thefe from the ftage. 
Dcfire my pHot is,' beauty my prize j 
Then Who fears linking^ ^cre futh trea&ire lies ? 

As corn o'ergrown by -weeds, fo heedful feaw 
Is almoft cloak'd by unrefifted luft. ' 

AWlty he fteais with open liifning ear. 
Full of fi>ul hope, ^^xsA full of fond miftraft : 
Both which, as fervitors to the unjuft. 

So crofs him with their ef>poiite perfuafioni 
That now be vows a leag^ue, and now invafioiu 

* Within his thought her heavenly image iiti), i ' 
And in the felf-fame feat fits Celatinij (\ 

That eye which koks on ber^ confound* hit witi ; 
That eye which htm beholds, as more divine^ 
Unto a view fo falfe will not incline : 

But with a pare appeal feek^ to the heart, * ' 

Which 6nce corrupted takes the worfer ^>ai3t. H 

.•'.-.,. . r 

And therein heartens up his fervile powers, ^ -^H 
Who flatter'd by their leaders jocund fliow, '^ 

Stuff tip his loft, as minutes nil up hoUF$ ; -< ^ 
And as their captain fo their .pride doth grow,- 
Paying more ilaviib tribute than they owe» 
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B^ repiolwic dcfethi*^ m^Jy-JW, riDioi /y \oo^ 

The loc|3 beti(ireci>li«rr^hamber;an)tj JiW^WtJI*- 1 /\ 

But as they open, they all rate his ill. 
Which drivesith^ icrceping thiiaf^o: fpiiuBrwgard:;- V 
The threfholjl grates the door^to have^bim hca^dij ^ 
NighiM«Baad!rttigi^ee»eJ& flirWc to fei?:l|in[^ there,' 
They bright hicrt) y;et'he.ftjll pj*rfues.bis,fe^r. 

As each unwiUing portal yidds him way, - ^ 
Tbrrf little yeiiu a«d ci;ap|ries of the {)lace. 
The wind wars with his torch to make him ftay. 
And blw»$ the.ftnoke of it into iiis. face, . .- . 
Extinguifhing his conduft in this cafe. 

But his hot heart, which fond cLe^e doth fcoi^cbi . 

Puffs ibrth another wind, that fires the torch. 

And l^eiogJigbted by the ligh^ he fpies 
Zjnarrt^/s.gJlQV^,, whecrin $h^ ixeedl^ fticksj 
He takes it from the rufbes where it lies. 
And gryHng^ijt,. the ne^dleibis fiijtger pricks: 
As who fhould fay, this glove to wanton tricks 
/Is fiot.murld i return, again in h^fte, , 
Thoiifeeft our miftrefe.\prnaa^nts;^rie chafte. , 

Eut all thefe poor fiwbijddingsigould wt ftay him. 
He in jdic Mforft fenfe coqftrues tbeir.dppial; - 
The doors, the wind, the glove, that did delay him. 
He takes for-ac^idienial things o(, trial, k 

Or as thpfe bars which ftop the hourly dial j . . • 

Which with a lingring ftay hi^ courfe dotj) let, . 

Till fvery.minut^ pay^.the hour l^is debt, . ^ ,^ 
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Sow ib, iq^oibrbe, tbefe letg tX^tni the tmf. 
Like little frofk, that fometime thr^t tbe fpring. 
To add a more rejoicing to the prime. 
And give the fneaped buds more caufe to iing. 
Pain pays the income of each precious^thiAgi [fiitlds. 
Huge rocks, high winds, flrong pirates, mel ves and 
The merchant fears, ere rii:b 4t bon^e be l^nd^*^ : 

. .- ' '■ ' ^ ,h 
Now is he come unto the chamber^^oor. 
That {huts him from the heaven of hia tboughr^ 
Which with a yielding latch, and with no more. 
Hath barr*d him from the bkflfed thing he fought* 
So from himfejf impiety hath wrought ; 
That for his prey to pray he doth begin. 
As if the heavens 0ioul^ cOMOtenance his fin* ' 

But in the midft of his unlrnttful pr^^yer. 

Having folicited th' eternal power^ 

That his foul though |:s might compafs his fair iair, 

And they would ftand ^ufplcious to the hour } . 

Even there he ftarts^ 4)uoti> be,. 1 muft defiour } 
The powers to whom I pray, abhor this fad. 
How can they then a^ me in the ?iStl 

X 

Then love and fortm^e be m^ gods, my guidf) 

My will is backM with jreiblution : 

Thoughts are but dreamstill ijheir effects be try'd* 

Black fi^ is clea'r'd with abfpluino^ 

Agajnft love'siire, fear's froft hath difldlufiM/ 
The eye of heaven is out, and mifty night 
Covers tho flimne, that fpUows fweet delight^J: 

This iaid, the guilty hand pluck'd up the latchj^ ; 
And with his knee the door he opens widcj < g 
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The d<>v%^flfe<^ fkftV'ttat thf^ iiTghe^Wf WIH cAcli : 
Tfei^^triBa^h W6Astrtttk\tors he tfpf^. ' ^ ' 
Who fees the lurking ferpent, fteps afide ; ^ 

Bu€(he'lbtfrwM!ee{>ing^ ftadng nO fudh thing, ^\ 
.^ffcks at^ilte tnttc^ of hrt mfOrfalffin?; 

Inti'^fte^tiawbferwitkl^lyheftallrti .^ , ? 

And gazeth on her yet unftained bed : 

The curtains' beiftg clofe, about he Iv^Jks,' ' 

Rolling hf^ gtteij eye-balk iii hi^ hfead. 

By their high treafon in his heart mifled ; 

Wbi^h gives the wateh^word to hb hand too fooit. 
To draw the ctetid-that hides the filrer moon, 
* ' ^' ' ' * ' 

Look as (he fy\t ani fiery pointed fun, 
Rufhing from forth a cloud, bereaves our fight ; 
Even fo the curtain drawn, his eyes begun 
To wink, being -blilided^with* a greater light t 
Whether it is, th« (he teftefts fo bright, 

ThafHd^fekfth them, 6k*elft fome fhame fupposM ; 

But blind they are, stnd keep thcimfelves inclos'd. 

O had tb^ irt that daHcfome prifon dfed ! 
Then had they feen the period of their ill ; 
Then Cohtifte ^^a^liff GAcrW fide. 
In hfg ckar bed might li^vfe repftfed-^ffl, 
B«it they muft ope, this Wefied league to kill ; _ 
And holy-thcfoghted Zw^i?^^, to their fight ' ' ^ 
MtiftftH'herjby, her life, her worldVdelight/ 

Her liljr hand' lierfbfy cheeks lies under, ' 

Cozenmg the pillow of a lawful kifs ; 
Which therefore srngry, Teems to part in fimder. 
Swelling ort either fWe to Want his blift : 
Between whofe hills, her head intombed is ; 
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6o Tarquia ami Luoreco. 

Where lik^-a vimuoua monunMal^e^ks^ 
To be admir'd of lewd.unhaltoiv'^ oycfwj; 



"; 



Without the bed her other fair hsrnd*waa^. i :. 4 
On jtte^ greflu doverlet^ whofe ponfifi^iwbiie d . ^ f 
Sbew'd like an JprU izizy on the guafn < > M 
With pearly fweat^ rBfeBabK0g^ew.or J^ighlj i J 
Her eyes like marigolds had fheath'd their light, 
And emapy'i i» darknefs. fwefJily i*)r^ . . y^ 
Till they. might*open to adorn the day. .!:. . • ' 

Her hair like golden threads play'd wiA hen iH'^^h/, 
O mod^ft wantons, .wanton mod^fty ! . 1 ^ , 

Showing life's triumph in the ni^p of death, . 
And death's dim look ija Ufe*3 mortality. 
Each in her fleep themfelves fo beautify, 

As if between them; twain there wej?e0O-flrilt» - h 
But that lile liv'd iia dj^^th,, and death in> life. . 

: > . ' ■ . .• f* 

Herbreaftsiiike ivoryi g^obea circled wth blu«,- : ^ 
A pair of.matdea worWs ttaeonquered : . .. : • 
Save of their lord, no bearing yoke they knew, ' 
And him hy od^h tbey. truly hoBoured. ' 

Thefe worlds in Tarquin^ new ambition bred. 
Who like a fcmiu^pecwetMb abo^t, i , ; < 
From this 6dk throne to>h«ire thei own€ir:oy|^ • ; 



What cottU he fise, botjnigbtily.h^ noted ?. 
What di4 he note, but ftrongiy he dfific'xl ? . 
What he beheld, on that he fitraly doated^ 
And in his will his wilful eye be <ttrjdL . / h 

With more than admiration he admir'd 
Her azure veins^ her alabafter flcki^' , 
UgixM^X ^ps, berihQlv-wbili&idiin|deilx^iAk. 



>Ci 
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As the ^fn^lfoft^fiwmth:rfe^ this prey^^ -^' ' 
Sharp hunger bjr tiieiconqueft fatisfy'd :i ♦ > ^ 
So o'er this fleeping foul doth Tarquin ftay. 
His rage of Iwft by eaang^ quaKiy'd, f " ' ^^^'^ 
Slack'd, ftOrfiJfyF€« f ifJwr ftanding by her fide, ' ' 
His eye which late this mutiny Jreflrarns, '' 
Unto a grditertlpcoar tempts hirvdxYs. :^ ' ^^ 

And they, like ftraggling flares for pillage fightmg. 
Obdurate vafiais^' fell exploits eiFe&ing,. 
In bloody death and ravifhment delighting, 
N^rchildtens nears^ nor mothers )groansrefpe(£tiiig, 
Swell in their pride, the onfet ftiU expe(£ling» 
Anon his beating heart alarum ftrikin?. 
Gives the hot charge, and bids them do therr liking. 

His d^rumming heart chmrs^up his burrwng eye : 
His eyd commands' the ilead^ing to his hand ; 
His hand, as proud of fuch a dignity, 
Smoakkig with pridey marohM von/toinakehis fland 
On her bare breafts^ 'the hearts of all hevt land ; 
Whofe ranks of blue veins, as his hand did fcale. 
Left their round turretsiideftitttte and pale* 

'^■> •• , .: .V :jl ..■• ,.. . X ■ 

They muft'ring to die quiec cabinet, 
WheretheirMdear govemefs ai»d liady .Kea^ 
Do tell her (he is dreadfully befet. 
And fright her withicctnfunon Jof theii" criw. 
She much amaii*dbre3ks> ope her loGk*d<i-!upleyes^ " 
Who peeping forth, this tumult to behold. 
Are by his ilaming torch dim'd and controurd. 

Imagine her asietie in' dead of night, > 

Forth froAt dull ^eepriby dreadful fancy wakinn^' 
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That thinks,ibc has bcheUtfeiiw,gh»iWy f^ite^ 
Whofe g^im afpe<St iiets eiwy joMit.^^aiMiig, n 
What terror 'tis : but fhe in worfer taking. 
From fleep difturbp<J« hecdfiilly d^jth vh^ . iaX 
The ftgbty which mAkes Aipi^M ti^ijtq^ (iie«.: ; 

Wrapt and confouiuied in a^ tbQuf«0(i if»r^ i. \ ' /> 
Like to a new-kiU'd bird (he trembling Uos j; , . V/ 
3he dares not loofcy yi3(. winking. tlKre app^fUTi 
Quick fhifting aattck^ ugly in hisr «yQs, 
Such fhadows are the weak brain's forgeries ; 
Who angry that the eyes fly fron» their Ughts^ 
In darknefs daunts them with more dreadftU fights. 

His hand^ that yet remains upon her breaft, 
(Rude ram ! to batter fuch an ivory wall) 
May feel her heart (poor citiaen 1) diftrdt,. 
Wounding itfelf to d^ath, jife up and fali. 
Beating her bulk, that his hand (hakes withaL 
This moves in him more rage, and lefTer pity. 
To make, the breach* aoxl enter this fwcet city. 

Firft like a trumpet dptb his tongue begin 
To found a parley to. his heartlefe foe, ^ 

Who o'er the white fhect .peers her whiter chin. 
The reafon of this alarum to knowy 
Which he by dumb demeanor feeks to ftiow ; 
But fhe with vehement prayers urgeth ftill. 
Under what colour he commits this ill. 

Thus he replies^ . The colour, in -thy face, ^ 
That even for anger makes the lily pale. 
And the red rofe blufli at her own difgrace^ 
St\|Ll plead for me, and tell ny? loving taleu 
Under that colour am I come to fcale 
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Tarquin and LtuCrtcc. 63 

Thy nevw^cttftqwirtl fort, thcftiilt fethrne, ' 
For thofe thine leyes' betray theeiknttf m&ie'. 

Thus I fbi^ftl thce^ if thou mean to chide: 
Thjr beaoty hath inffaar'd thee to -this night. 
Where thou with patience muft my will abide ; 
My wiUj that A^arks thee for rty cartWs^ ddifttft. 
Which I to cdnquer fought with aH my might. 
But a» reppdof and reafon tiear it-dead, 
By thy bright 'beauty it was n€*wiy bred.- 

I fee what crofts my attempts will bring ; 

I know what thorns the growing rofe defends ; ' 

I think the honey guarded with a fting. 

All thi^ befbre-hand eoutifel comprehends ; 

But will is deaf, and hears no heedful friends. 
Only he hath an eye to gai&e on beauty, * 

And doats on what he looks, 'gainft law or duty« 

I have debated, ev^to in my foul. 
What wrong, what Aame, what forrow I fliall breed j 
But nothing can affection's courfe controul. 
Or ftop the headlong ftiry of his fpeed. 
I know repentant tears infue the^ccd. 
Reproach^ dilHkrn, antfxieadly enmity j 
Yet ftrive I tb embracemine infamy. 

This faid, he fliakes aloft his Roman blade. 
Which like a faulcon tow^ing in the flties, 
Coucheth the fowl below with his wings fhade, . 
Whofe crooked beak threats, if he thount he dies : 
So under his infulting feuchion lies 

Harmlefs Lucretla, maricing what he tells 
Withtrcmblmgiear, as fowls hear fauicon'sbefls. 
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■64 Ttr^tmi md Ltierece. 

Lucrtci^ quoth he, fhis night I tnuft enjoy thee,* 
If thou deny, then force moft work my wayj 
For in thy bed I purpofe to deftroy thee : 
That done, fame worthiefs ffave of thine Pll Aay^ 
To kill thine honour wiA thy lifers AioAj% 
Af\A In thy dead arms do I mean to place him. 
Swearing I flew him, feeing thee embrace hiitt^ 

So thy furviving hufband fliall remain 
The fcornful mark of every open eye ; 
Thy kinfmen hang their heads at this difdain. 
Thy iffue blurr'd with namelefs baftardy; 
And thou the author of their obloquy, 

Shalt have thy trefpafs cited up in rhymes. 
And fang by children in fuccecding times. * ^ 

But if thou yield, I reft thy fecret friend, * 

The fault unknowri is as a thought unaded ; 

A little harm done to a great good end. 

For lawful policy remains enaded. 

The poifonous fimple fometimes is compa£hid ■ 
In pureft compounds ; being fo apply 'd. 
His venom in efFe^ is purify M. • ' 

Then for thy hufband, and thy cbvldrens' fake, ' 
Tender my fuit, bequeath not to their lot 
The fhame, that from them no device can take, ^ 
The blemifli that will never be forgot, 
Worfe than a flavifli wipe, or'birth-hour's blot : 
For marks defcrib'd in mens nativity. 
Are nature's faults^ not their own mivmj^^ i^ * 

Here with a cockatrice dead-^killing eye. 
He roufeth up himfelf, and makes a paufes 
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Tarquin a;|rf L.*^rf ce. ^615 

Wlvlle fli^ i |he puElure of true pi^ty. 
Like a \y^iteiii|icl beneath, the gri|>e's fliajp cjaws. 
Pleads in a wildernefs, where are no l^ws, 
JXo tfie rough heaft, that kopws no gentle right. 
Nor XHigbt obeys but his /qui ^ppefite. 

Atfj^hen.a black-fac'd cloud the world dpes threat, 
In his dim mift th' afpiring mountain hiding. 
From earth's dark womb fome gentle guft does get. 
Which blow thefe pitchy vapours from their biding, 
Hindring their prefent fall by this dividing : 
So hi^ unhaliow'd hafte her words delays. 
And moody Pluto winks, while Orpheus plays. 

Like foul night-awaking cat he doth but dally, 
While in his hold-faft foot the weak moufe panteth ; 
Her fad behaviour feeds his vulture folly, 
A fwallowing gulf, that e'en in plenty wanteth ; 
His ear her prayer admits, but his heart granteth 

No penetrable entrance to her plaining ; 

Tears harden lufl, thoV marble wears with raiding. 

Her pity-pleading eyes are f^dly fix'd 
In the remorfelefs wrinkles of his face : 
Her modeft eloquence with figbs is mix'd. 
Which to her oratory adds more grace. 
She puts the period often from his place. 

And midft the fentence fo her accent breaks. 
That twice fhe doth begin, ere once ihe fpeaks* 

She conjures him by high Almighty Jove^ 
By knighthood, gentry, and fweet friendfhip's oath 5 
By her untimely tears, her hufhand's lovej 
By holy human law, and common troth ; 
By heaven and earth j and all the power of both : 

E 
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66 Tarquiil mii Lucrece. 

That ft) hte bdrrou^d bed hfe mate retire^. . . 
And'fjbop to honour, notto foul ddire, • 

Qadth«''fh<?, reward not hof^Mtality 
With fuchbtkrlc payment as thou. haft pretended ; 
Mud not the fouiltain tbfat gave drink to. ^f^ < 
Mar tobt the thing that cannot be. amended.; i 
End thy ill aim before thy fhoot be ended. 

He iir no woodsman, that doth be'nd his bow^ '. 

To ftrike a poor unfeafonable doe. 

My hufband is thy friend, for his fake fparc me.; 

Thyfelf art mighty, for thy oWn fake leave me ; 

Myfelf a weakling, do not then infnare me ; 

Thou lookft not like deceit, do not deceive me; 

My fighs like whirlwinds labour hence to heave thee, 
if ever man was mov'd with woman's moans, 
Be moved with my tears, my figbs, my groanp^ 

All which together^ like a troubled ocean, 
Beat at thy rocky and wreck^ttn'eatening heart, i 
To fogenit with their continual motioi) ; 
For ftoncs diflblv'd to water -do convert. 
O ! if no harder than a ftone thou art. 

Melt 2«t my tears, dnd bd cotopaflionate ! ' , 

Soft pity enters at an iron gate^ 

i\ 
In Tizr^tt/Vs likenefs T did entertain thee, \ 

Haft thou put on his fhape to dv him ihame^? i ; 
'1 '© all; the hoft of heaven I complain me ; f nume : 
Thou wrortg^ his honour, wound'ft his.prinpely 
Thou art not what thou fcem'ft ; and if the fame, 

Thou feem'ft not what thpu art,, a god, a kmg^ 

For kings, like gods, ibouki govern every thing: 
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Tanpui laud Liiqrec^. 6^ 

How wiil 'iky fhkne bfe fccd^/i« thine age, :r { i 
When thus' thy Ivices'i>ud' before thy fpcingt? (!/ 
If in thy hope thou dar*ft do fuch outrage. 
What dar'ft thou not when oace thou art 4t king? r 
Ol'biS'fmwefthfetred^ no outrageous thing • ri i // 
Frotti'VaffiilJa£t6rs can be wip'd a<way«* .. > !/ 
Thenifclng^ mifdctds cannot r be hid in ch^, .[.'' 

ThiVdeed Khali make theto only lov'd. for. fear, : . 
But happy modt&rchs Hill are fear'd for kivec 
With foul offenders thou perforce muft bear. 
When they in thee the like offences proye : 
If but for fear of this, thy will remove. 

For princes are the glafs, the fchool, the book^ 
Where fubjeAs eyes da learn, do read, doiookj. 

And ivilt thou be the fchool where luft fhall learn ? 

Muft he in thee read le£hires of fuch (hamt ? 

Wilt thou be glafs, wherein it fhall difcern 

Authority for im, warrant for blame ?>• ' 

To privilege difilonour in thy name. 

Thou back'ft reprosich againft long-Hving laud^ 
And mak^ft fair refnitatton but' a bawd. x 

Haft thou commanded ? IByhim that gave it thee. 
From a pure heart c<»nmand thy rebel will : 
Draw not thy fword to guard iniquity. 
For it wasf lent thee all that hrooA to kill. ' 
Thy pHhc%office hoW carift thou fulfil, - , r .. , 
- ^When pattern'd by thy fault, foul fin may fajr^ 
Hl^learti'd tofin,^nd thou dklft te^h the wayjpi 



Think btrt how vile a fpd£lacle it were, 
Tb vlfew^hy prcfent trefpife In another: 



E 2 
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68 Tarquiri and Lucrec*. 

Meni faults/ doTelcteni t<> rtewfelvesfep^i-, 
Their own tranfgfeffions partiaJly they Another : 
This guilt would feem death -worthy in thy brothen 
O ! how are they wrapt in with infartiie$. 
That from their ownmifdecds aflcaunc© their eyed 

To thee, to thee, my heav'd up hands appeal^ 
Not to feducing luft's outrageous fire ; 
I fue for exil'd majefty's repeal, > - 

Let him return and flattering thoughts retire. 
His true refpe<ft will prifon falfe defire. 

And wipe the dim mifl: from thy doating eyne. 
That thou (halt fee thy ftate and pity mine. 

Have done, quoth he, my uncontrouled tide 
Turns not, but fwells the higher by this let ; 
Small lights are foon blown out, huge fires abide. 
And with the wind in greater fury fret : 
The petty ftreams that pay a daily debt 

To their fait fovei^eign with their frefli falfe hafte^i 
Add to his flow, but alter not the talle. 

Thou art (quodi flic) a fea, a fovereigft king, ' 
And lo ! there falls into thy boundlefs flood 
BJack lufl:, diflionour, fhaime, hiifgoverning,' 
Who feek to ftain the ocean of thy blood. 
If all thefe petty ills fliould change thy good, 
Thy fea within a puddle womb i^ bum, ' ^ ' 
And not the puddle in thy fta difper^U- ' ' 

So ftiall thefe flanks be king^ and thou their flat*; 
Thou nobly bafe, they bafely dignified f '' ' 
Thou their fair life, and they^ tl^ foukfr gravfe^ ' 
Thou loathed in thy fliame, thty In thy pride : 
The leflcr thing fhould not the greater hide. 
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The c«<Ur ftoopl^iiOit do &e I>s((b (brub'$ i^t^ [ ^ 
But low flirubs wither at tbe; cedar's roptf r 

So let thy ihotights low vaflTals to thy ftate.-»- . ■ 
No mor^, quoth he, by heav'n I will not hear thee: 
Yield to my love ; if not, enforced hate, 
Inftead of lov^'&coy touch, fliall rudely tear thee: 
That done, defpitefully I mean to bear thee 
Unto the bafe bed of fome rafcal groom. 
To be thy partner in this ibameful doom. 

This faid, he fets his foot upon the light, 
For light and liift arc deadly enemies : - i ' 

Shame folded up in blind concealing night. 
When moft unfeen, then moft doth tyrannise. 
The wolf has feiz'd his prey, the poor lamb cries. 
Tin with her own whi teAeece her voice controul'd, 
Imtombs her outcry in her lips fweet fold. 

For with the nightly linen^ that (he drears. 
He pens her piteous clamours, in her head. 
Cooling his hot face in the chafteft tears. 
That ever modeft eyes with forrowflaed, 
O that foul luft fhould ftain fo pure a bed ! 
The fpots where^, could weeping purify. 
Her tears ihouki drop on them perpetually. 

But file hath loft a 4earer thing than Jife, 
And he hath won^ what he would lofe ^ain ; 
This forced league doth force a further ftrife. 
This tnom^ntary j^ breeds mondw^of pain, . 
This hot defire converts to cold difdain. 
Pure challiCy is riled 4>f her ftore. 
An luft> t^ thief,' far poorer than before. 

E3 
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73 Tirqiiiri mS Lucrtci. 

Loot'i(i^tifon»-fed.lK)Uft*«rgorgedht*rtt, vi tr 
.Unapt for tenJrr Aiiell, or fpeedy flighty * > '' - i 
Make flow purfuk, or* altogeihct balfc ' *' 

The-pri^ vm^rein by nature they dcHght : '^ 
So fi/rfcit-takihg Tarquin fears thifie night; • - u 
His tafte delicious, in digeflion Touring, 
* Devours his wiH, tbatliv'd by* foul dcSinicingu i 



L 



O ! deeper fin, than %ottQmlefs conceit 
Can comprehend in ilill imagination ! " ' 

Drunken defire, muft vomit his receit, i 

Ere he can fee his own aboriiination« 
While luft is in his pride, no exclamation 
Can curb his heat, or rein his rafh defire. 
Till, Hke a jade, felf^will kimfelf dodi tire. > 

- r ' 
And then with lank and lean difoolour'd cheek. 
With heavy eye, knit brow, and ftrengthlefe pace. 
Feeble defire all recreant, poor and me^k, 
Like to a bankrupt beggaa' w^ils his cafe^ ^ 
The flefh being proud, defire does fight with^race. 
For there it revels, and when that decays. 
The guilty rebel fbr reciii^n pl^ys. > * ^H 

So fares it with this fault- fuH lord of Ronti^ f \ 
Who this accomplifhrnent fo hotly chased : m ' ''- 
For now againft himfHf h^ founds this doom, " ^ 
That thro* the feiigth bf time he ftand?s dtfgrac'd : 
Befides, hrs foul'^ fair temple is defsitJ*d>f > ^ i 
To whofe weak ruins mufler troops of cares. 
To ^fk the fpotted fwincefs hl>w fhe fe^fij ^i ' 

She fays, her futyeds witfc foiil infurreAJwi'' - 'i A 
Have hatter'd down her confecrated w^H^ - u o I 
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A nd by iWr mortal h^\$ bwmgh^ iPtMifi^b^r ^o I 

Her immortdity^ and m^e heir tbr^,- i ^ot tr;.,nTJ 

To living deam> and pavn perpetuat :,, , ,rr ■ ;>iKi/! 

Which in her p^refcien^fi flae contfpiifc^ fti|lj-,r{'i 

But her. forqfight could notfoi^-ftallth^i^Wj^ 

E'e^iinuthisithought thro' the idarjc ijigf^t ^jOt^fh, 
A captive vidtor, that hath loft in gain : 
Bearing away the wound, that rnptjiing, hQ^Jeth, ( 
The fear that will^ defpit? ofcure, renwn;, > 

Leaving his fpoil perplex'd in -greater pain. ; 

She bears the loadofluftne left behind,^ i . 

And he the. burden of a.guilty mind, *, a; 

He like a thievifb dog croeps fadly thenpTy 
She like a vi^eary'd lamb lies panting there : 
He,, icowls and hates' himfetf for his c^ence, 
.Shcjdefperatey.with her pails her flefh dothte^r :/ 
He faintly flieak, fwcating with guilty fear; 

She ftays exclaHning; on the direful night, _.<. ^ 
. He? runs and chides . I>i3 vani(h*4 Joath'd delight. 

He thence departs a? heait^y, convert! te v^ \ 

She there remains a hopelefs caft-avvay : 
He in hi^ fpeed lootes \f^i ti»e morning-light j . 
She prayjs fee never may behpld the day :, 
For ^ay (quoth fee) nigh t*fpapea doth open Uyi 
. i Anjd .ifl3by trueteyes have never pra<2i^*^d how 
To clo^efioffeniGea with a cuniiin^ bro^. 

They thlflfc not bufcthat.every eye can fee r 
The fame difgrace, which they themfdves behold j 
And therefor© would they fti 11 in darknefs lie^ , 
To have their Unfe^ft An remain uri^okL . 4 , 
For they their guilt with weeping will unfold, 
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7? ^ Tttpquifi \ai$d Jjamrcie:> 

Aodigfavc^fflikc water that dotrb cat kiAfteel, - 

And bids hefiByes hereafter rftill bo bUsid k ;.. d} >- 
She wakes;berlheaftj by beating on her bteaft^ /v 
And -bids ; it Ic^p fi*6tn themes, > where it maynfindv 
Some purer cheft to clofe fo pure a mind. 

Fraiiric with grief, thus breathes fliefortii her fpigW 
Agai nft the un fecn fecrecy of n ight . [ 

O comfort-killing night ! image of hell ! • 

Dim regifter ! and notary of faame ! 

Black ftage for tragedies ! and murders fell ! ' 

Vaft fm-concealing chaos !- nurfe of blame ! 

Blind muffled bawd ! dark harbour of defame ! 
Grim cave of death ! whifpering confpirator ' 
With clofe-tongued trcafon tod the raviflier f 

O hateful, vaporous:, and foggy night ! 
Since thou art. guilty of my curekfs crime,^ ; 0'? 
Mufter thy mifts to meet theeaftern light, • i 
Make war agiiinft proportion'd courfe of timet' - 
Or if thou wilt permit the fun to climb 

His wonted height, yefc,ere)hc.go to bed, » i 
Knit poifonous clouds al)Oiithrs' (golden head. * 

With rotten damps raviih the morniijg air, !^ ^ 
Let their exhal'd junwholefome breaths Ddakcifick ( 
The life of purity, the fupreme fair, i 

Ere he arrive his weary noon^tidc parick: ' 

And let thy mifly vapours march fo thick. 

That in.theii^ fitioaky ranks his fmother'd slight 
May fet atvnoOn^ and make perpetual might. ' 
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Were Tm^um nighty ^ashd i* buttrigh^VcliaHsl^ '^ 
Th©ifih«l>-flimrrtg icfiieen him woiiW difd^ii ; <n '^ 
Her twinkling handmaids too (by him defird) 
Thro' night's bhck boUnn fliouW not peep agiiim-f » 
So fhould litm^ cc^rthePd in my pain ^ » 

And* feHcivvihipt in^ woe doth woe affuage^ ^ ; 1 f 
Asipalfliers/^hat makt flio-t thdr pi%rim:agi?, ' 

Where now ? h»ve I no one to blufe with^me ^ * 
To crofs their arms, and hang their heads with mine ; 
To mafk their brows, and hide their infamy. 
But I alone, alone muft fit and pine ; 
Seafoning the earth with ihfowers of filver brine; 

Mingling my talk with tears,my grief with groanii? 

Poor wafting monuments of lafting moans. 1 V 

O night! thou furnace of foul-reckhig fmobc ! ^ 
Let not the jealous day behold that face, 
Which underneath thy black all-hiding cloke 
Imraodeftly lies niartyr'd with di%racc. . ' ' 
Keep ftill poffefluHi of thy gloomy place;, • 

That all the faults, which in thy reign are madcj 
May likewifc be^ fepulchred in tny (hade. 

Make me not oWeft ta the tell-tale day j 
Theiightlhall mew, chara<fter\i in my brow*, ' 
The ftory of fweet chaftity's decay, 
The impiousL breath of hdy wcdlock^s voMV; 
Ycft^r'th^ illiterate, that know not how ' 

To cypher what is writ in learned books, ' 

Will quote my loathfome trefpafs in my looks. ^ 

Theriurfe, to ftill her child, will tell my ftory, 
And f tight her cjryiiig babe with Jarquin^unsitki : 
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74 Tarqain and Lucrcce^ 

The <M^dr, to d^ck his'dratdry, ^ ' • 

Will couple my repmach to Tatqnir^t fcafme,- 
Feaft-finding minftrels, tuning my defame, 
Will tye the hearers to attend each line, '• 
How Tarquin wronged me, 1 Cdhiint'. '■ " > 

Let my good name, that fenfelefs reputatiDOj' 
for Colatine^s dear l6ve be kept unfpotted j : -^ ' ' 
If that be made a theme for difputaCioh, ' - 

The branches of another root are rotted. 
And undeferv'd reproach to him allotted. 

That is as ckar from this attaint oi mine^ i 

• As I, ere this, was pure to Colaiim: t '; 

O unfecn fliamc ! invifible difgrace ! '' .* 

O unfelt fore ! creft-wounding private fear ! / 
Reproach is ftampt in Colatinui' face. 
And Tarqutn's eye may read the mote afar. 
How he in peace is wounded, not in war. 
Alas ! how many bear (Uch {bameful blows^ 
Which: riot themfdves, b\^ he that gives theni, 
^ , - [bno^j^ 

If, ^Colattne, thine honouf ky in me, >• '^ ' ' 

From me, by ftrong ^flWlt, it is bereft : • ^ 

My honey loft, andl a drdnfe^like bee, 
Have no perfeftion df my Aimmer left, • * 

But robb'd and ranfack'd by injurious theft : 
In thy weak hive a Wand'ring wafp hath crept, • 
A^d fucked the honey which thy chafte bee kept. 
. .1 ' • . . '1 I 

Yet am I guilty of <hy hon<mr*s -wreck t '^ '' 
Yet for thy ho«ouk: did I entertain hkn 5 z'' 

Coming from thee, I tould not put hinv batk^ " 
For it had been difllonoui* to difdain him.' -^ i^ 
Befides, of wearinefs he did complain him. 
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And talk'd of vir^e : O ^lookM for.wU_^/fT 
When virtue. bprofen'd in.fucb adeyiljo) !{ // 

Why fliould tl>c ,wori?i intrude the maiden bud ?/ 
Or hateful curkows ■ hatch in fpar4rows neftsj \\ 
Or toads infe6l fair founts with venom mud ? 
Or tyr^t folly Jyrk iji gwde bre^^.l . ,:,. ,, : 
Or kings be breakers of their own hcheft;^^, . i 
But no perfciSjon is fq abfplute, , . i' 

, That fome impurity doth not pollute* . ; 

The aged man, that coffers up his gold. 

Is plagu'd with cramps, and gouts, and painful ^s ; 

And fcarce hath eyes his treafure to behold : 

But flill like pining Tantalus he fits. 

And ufelefs bans the harveft of his wits, ' 

Having no other pleafurc of his gain, 
. But torment, that it cannot cure, his pain^ 

So then he hath it, ^wh^n he cannot ufe it. 
And leaves it to be mafter'd by his youngs' 
Who ill their pride do prefently abufe it : 
Their father was too weak, and they toQ ftrong. 
To hold their curfed bleffed; fortune Jong. 

The fweets we wifU fof, turn tp loathed fours, * 
E'en in the moment ihat we call them ours, 

Hwuly blafts wait on the tender fpring j ^ 
U^iwholefom weeds take root with preci^M^ flowers > 
''J'he adder hiffeth where the fweet birds fing ; 
What virtue breeds, iniquity devours ; 
We have no good, that we can fay is ours» 

But ill annexed opportunity, r , 

Or kills hi^ life,, or ^Ife his q,ualily. ^ 
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O ! opportunity ! thy guilt is ^rcat : . 
*Tis thou that execut'ft the traitor's treafon : . ,' 
Thou fet^ft the wolf where he the lamb may gtt^ 
Whoever plots the fin, thou point'ft the fea&n | 
*Tt8 thbu that fpum'ft at right, at law, at reafcns: 
Aiid in thy fhady cell, where none may fpy her. 
Sits fin, to feize the fouls that wander by h^r^ m 

Thou mak'ft the veftal violate her oath j r. 

Thou bloW'ft the fire, when temperance is thawM ^i 
Thou fmother'tt honefty, thou murder*ft troth : 
Thou foul abettor, thou notorious bawd f 
Thou planted fcandal, s^nd difplaceft laud. 

Thou ravifher, thou traitor, thou falfe thief! 

Thy honey turns to gall, thy joy to grief. 

Thy fecret pleafure turns to open fhame ; , ^ 

Thy private feafting to a public faft j 
Thy fmothering titles to a ragged namej ^i 

Thy fugar'd tongue to bitter wormwood tftfte : ' 
Thy violent vanities can never laft. . i 

How comes it then, vUe opportunity. 
Being fo bad, fuch numbers feek for thee ? n , / 

When wilt thou be the humble fuppliant's friend r j 
And bring him vdicre his fuit may be obtained ? , , I 
When w;ilt thou fort an hour, great ftrifes to end? | 
Or free that foul, which Wretched nefs hath chaia'^ ? 
Give phyfic to the fick, eafe to the pain'd I . j 

The poor, lame, blind, halt, creep, cry out for 
But they ne'er met with opportunity, ftbj?e^/ 



The patient dies, while the phyfic ian fleeps 5 
The orphan jpines, while the oppreflbr feeds ^ 



' 1 
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)i ■ ' ' ' •■ 
Juftice is feafting, while the. widow weqps ; • 
Advice is fjJorting, whiJe iiifeflion breeds;;. \ 

Thou grant'ft no time for charitable deeds. . 
WVath, envy, treafon, rape and murder r;gigest \ 
Thyheinous hours wait on them as their piagf6, 

Wheh truth and virtue have to do with thee, 
':eep theiTi from thy aid ^. 
: but fin ne*er gives a feie, 
id thou art wellapaid, 
grant what he hath faid. 
d elfe have come to me, 
d, but he was ftaid by thee.- • 

Guilty thou art of murder and of theft $ 

Guilty of perjury a .; 

Guilty of treafon, i ftj 

Guilty of inceft, tl a: 

An acceflary by thi 

To all fins pafl^, ^ to come^ 

From the creatio J doom. 

Mifhapen time, copefmate 

Swift fubtle poft, carrier j^ 

Eater of youth, falfe flave 

Baft watch of woes, fin's p; pe; 

Thou nurfeft all, and mur 

O.hear me then, injuric 

Be guilty of my death^ 

Why- h^di thy fervant opportunity. 
Betrayed the hours thou gay'ft toe to repoJe ? , 
Cancel'd my fortunes, and inchaincd me 
To endJefs date of never-ending woes ? 
Time's ofiice is to find the hate of foes, 
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To ^at up errof 1>y opinion bfed, 
^ Not Ipend the dow'ry of a lawful bed. • i 

Time'^ glory is to calm contending kings ; 

To unmaflc falfhood, and bring truth to light;/ 

To ftamp the feal of time on aged things ; 

To wake the morn, and Centinel the night; 

To wrong the wronger, till he render right; 
To ruinate proud buildings with thy hours, . ' ^ 
And fmear with duft their glittering golden towers: 

To fill with worm-holes (lately monuments; 

To feed oblivion with decay of things; 

To blot old books, and alter their contents ; 

To pluck the quills from antient ravens wings ; 

To dry the old oak's Tap, and cherifh fprings; ^ 
To fpoil antiquities of hammer'd fteel, ' ' \ \ 
And turn the giddy round of fortune's Wheel: I 

. To (hew the beldame daujghters of her daiighteV:; 

To make the child a man, the man a child ; / 

To flay the tyger, that doth live by flaughter ; 

To tame the unicorn and Hon wild . 

To mock the fubtle in ^emfelves beguil'd ; 

To chear the plowmian with increafeful tropis, / 
And wafte huge ftpnpswith little water-drops, j 

Why work 'ft thou mifchief In thy pllgrimao;^,^ ! , 
Unlefs thou could'ft return to make amends r 
One poor retiring minute, in an age, ^ ^' j^ 

Would purchafe thee a thoufand thoufan^^fficmds. 
Lending hipi wit, that to bad debtors lends. [ba(jk, 

! this dread night \ would'ft thou one hour come 

1 could prevent this ftorm, ^hd Ihun thiis wraci. 
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Thou ceafelefs lackey to eternity, _ r 

With fome mifchance crofs Tarqutn m nis |!\ght; 
Devife extremes beyond extiemity, 
To make him curfe this curfed crimeful night :. \ 
Let gbaftly (hadbws his lewd eyes a^'right,^ , ^ j 
Anil the dire thought of his committed ty\{ 
Shapq every built a hid|eoas ihapelefs deyll. ' 

Diftuf^) his hours of reft with reftlefs trances; ^ 
.AffliS him in his bed with bied«rid groans : 
Let there bechance him pitiful mifchances. 
To make him moan, but pity not his moans : 
Stone him with harden*^d hearts, harder than ftonep. 
And let mild women to him lofe their mildnefs« 
Wilder to him than tygers in their wildnefs. ' , 

Let him have time to tear his curled hair ; 

Let him have time againft himfelf to rave ; 

Let him have time or time's help to defpair j 

L^thim have time to live a. loathed flave; 

Let him have time a beggar's orts to craye, 
AncJ time to fee one, t^hat by alms does live. 
Disdain to him (JiWain^d fcrap^ to give. 

Let. hiol have time to fee his friends his foes, , 
And merry fools to niock at him refort : 
Let him have time to mark how flow times goes 
In tiqie of forrpw,- and how fwift and fliprt , 
His t\tt\^ of folly, and his time of fport : , 
And ever let his unrecalling time 
. Hay^ time to^vyail th' abunnjg of his time. . , i 
,\ ^ ^ • > , ' , . , . , t 

'0 tii^e t thou tutor both to good and ba4,T 
*|!eacji oifi.tp cufic him, tH^tthw.taught'il this ill ; 
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At his own (hadow let the thief run mad, 
Himitlf, himfelf feek every hour to kill; 
Such wretched hands luch wretched blood fbould fpill I 
For who fo bafe would fuch an office have, 
As flanderous death's-man to fo bafe a flave ? 

The b^fer is he, coming from a king. 
To fliame his hope with deeds degenerate ; 
The i^ightier man, the mightier is the thing. 
That makes him honoured, or begets him hate : 
For greatcft fcandal waits on greateft ftate. 
The moon being clouded, prefently is mift. 
But little ftars may hide them when they lift. 

The crow may bathe his cole-black wings in mire. 
And unperceived fly with the filth away; 
But if the like the fnow-white fwan defire. 
The ftain upon his filvcr down will ftay. 
Poor grooms are fightlefs night, kings glorious day. 
Gnats are unnoted wherefoc'er they fly. 
But eagles gaz'd upon with every eye. 

O idle words ! fervants to fhallow fools ^ 
Unprofitable founds, weak arbitrators ; 
Bufy. yourfclves in fkill-con tending fchools: 
Debate where leifurc ferves, with dull debators ; 
To trembling clients be their mediators. 
For me, 1 force not argument a ftraw. 
Since that my cafe is paft all help of law. 

In vain I rail at opportunity, 

At time, at Tarquin^ and unfearchful night ! 

In vain J cavil with mine infamy. 

In vain I fpurn at my confirmed defpight : , 

This helplcfs fmoke of words doth me no right, 
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The remedy indeed to do me good. 
Is to let forth my foulidefiled blood. 

Poor hand, why qmver'ft thou at this decree ? 

Honour thyfclf, to rid me of this fbame j 

For if I die, my honour lives in thee: . 

But if I live, thou liv'ft in my defame; 

Since thou, could'ft not defend thy loyal dame. 
And waft afraid to fcratch her wicked foe. 
Kill both thyfelf, and her for yielding fo. 

This faid, from her betumbled couch fhe ftarts. 
To find fome defperate inftrument of death. - 
But this no flaughter-houfe, no tool imparts, 
To make more vent for paffage of her breath, 
Which thronging thro' her lips fo vanifheth. 
As fmoke from Mtna^ that in air con fumes. 
Or that which from difcharged cannon fumes. 

In vain (quoth fhe) I live, and feek in vain 
Some happy mean, to end a haplefs life : 
I fear'd by Tarquins fauchion to be flain. 
Yet for the felf-fame purppfe feek a knife : 
But when I fear'd, I was a loyal wife ; 

So am I now : O no ! that cannot be ; 

Of that true type hath Tarquin rifled me; 

O ! that is gone, for which I fought to live. 

And therefore now I need not fear to die; 

To clear this fpot by death (at leaft) I give 

A badge of f;ame to flander's livery, 

A dying life to living infamy ! 

Poor helplefs help, the treafure ftorn away, 
To burn the guiltlefs cafket where it lay. 
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Well, well, dear Colatine, thou (halt not know 
The ftained tafte of violated troth ; 
I will not wrong thy true afFeSion fo. 
To flatter thee with an infringed oath : 
This baftard grafs fliall never come to growth ; 
He fliall not boaft, who did thy ftock pollute. 
That thou art doating father of his fruit. 

Nor fliall he frttile at thee in fecret thought. 
Nor laugh with his companions at thy Itate ; 
But thou flialt know thy intereft was not bought 
Bafely with gold, but ftoPn from forth thy gate. 
For me, I am the miftrefs of my fate, 
And with my trefpafs never will difpenfe. 
Till life to death acquit my firft offence. 

I will not poifon thee with my attaint. 
Nor fold my fault in cleanly coin'd excufes; 
My fable ground of fin I will not paint. 
To hide the truth of this falfe night's abufes : 
My tongue fliall utter all, mine eyes like fluices. 
As from a mountain fpring, that feeds a dale. 
Shall gufli pure ftreams, to purge my impure tale. 

By this, lamenting Philomel had ended 
The well-tup 'd warble of her nightly forrow ; 
And folemn night with flow fad gate defcended 
To ugly hell 5 when lo ! the blufliing morrow 
Lends light to all faireyes, that light would borrow. 
But cloudy Lucrece fhames herfelf to fee. 
And therefore ftill in night would cloifter'd be. 

Revealing day thro' every cranny fpies. 

And feems to point her out where flie fits weeping j 
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To whom (he fobbing fpeaks ! O ! eye of eyes ! 
Why pry'ftthou thro' my window ? leave thypeeping. 
Mock with thy tickling beams, eyes that are fleeping : 
Brand not my forehead with thy piercing light. 
For day hath nought to do what's done by night. 

Thus cavils {he with every thing (he fees: 
True grief is fond, and tefty as a child, 
Who way- ward once, his mood with nought agrees; 
Old woes, not infant forrows bear them mild ; 
Contii^uance tames the one, the other wild. 
Like an unpraftis'd fwimmer, plunging ftill. 
With too much labour, drowns for want of fkilK 

So fhe deep drenched in a fea of care. 
Holds difputation with each thing fhe views ; 
And to herfelf all forrow doth compare j 
No objeft but her paffion's ftrength renews. 
And as one (hifts, another ftrait enfues : 

Sometimes her grief is dumb, and hath no words \ 
Sometimes 'tis mad, and too much talk affords. 

The little birds, that tune their morning's joy. 
Make her moans mad,, with their fweet melody. 
For mirth doth fearch the bottom of annoy ; 
Sad fouls are flain in merry company ; 
Grief bcft is pleas'd with grief's fociety. 
True forrow then is feelingly furpriz'd. 
When with like femblance it is fympathiz'd, 

'Tis double death to drown in ken of fliore ; 
He ten times pines, that pines beholding food : 
To fee the falve, doth make the wound ake more \ 
Great grief grieves moft at that will do it good ; 
Deep woes roll forward, like a gentle flood. 
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Which being ftopt, the bounding banks overflows ; 

• Grief dally'd with, nor law, nor limit knows. 

You mocking birds, quoth fhe, your tunes intomli 
Within your hollow- fwelling feather'd breaftsi 
And in my hearing be you ever dumb. 
My reftlels difcord loves no ftops nor refts : 
A woeful hoftefs brooks not merry guefts. 

* Relifh your nimble notes to plealing ears, 
Diftrefs likes dumps, when time is kept with tears. 

Come Phikmely thou fing'ft of ravifhment. 
Make thy fad grove in my difhevel'd hair. 
As the dank earth weeps at thy languifhment. 
So I at each fad ftrain will ftrain my tear. 
And with deep groans the Diapajon bear : 
For burden-wife I'll hum on Tarquin ftill. 
While thou on Tereus defcants better (kill. 

And while againft a thorn thou bear'ft thy part. 
To keep thy fharp woes waking ; wretched I, 
To imitate thee well, againft my heart 
Will fix a fharp knife, to affright mine eye. 
Who if it wink, fhall thereon fall and die. 
Thefe means, as frets upon an infh-ument. 
Shall tune our heart-ftrings to true languifhment. 

And for, poor bird, thou fing'ft not in the day, 
As fhaming any eye fhould thee behold ; 
Some dark deep defart feated from the way. 
That knows nor parching heat, nor freezing cold. 
We will find out ; and there we will unfold 

To creatures ftern,fad tunes to change their kinds ; 

Since men prove beafts^ let beafts bear gentle minds. 
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As the poor frighted deer, that ftands at gaze. 
Wildly determining which way to fly j 
Or one incompafsM with a winding maze. 
That cannot tread the way out readily : 
So with herfelf is fhe in mutiny. 
To live or die, which of the twain were better. 
When life isfbam'd, and death reproaches debtor* 

To kill myfclf, quoth {he, alack ! what were it. 
But with my body my poor foul's pollution ? 
They that lofe half, with greater patience bear it. 
Than they whofe whole is fwallow'd in confufion. 
That mother tries a mercilcfs conclufion. 

Who having two fweet babes, when death takes 
Will flay the other, and be nurfe tp none, [one. 

My bodv or my foul, which was the dearer ? 
When tne one pure, the other made divine, 
Whofe love of either to myfelf was nearer. 
When both were kept from heaven and Colatintf 
Ah me ! the bark peal'd from the lofty pine. 

His leaves will wither, and his fap decay ; 

So muft my foul, her bark being peal'd away. 

Her houfe is fack'd, her quiet interrupted 3 

Her manfion batter'd by the enemy ; 

Her facred temple fpotted, fpoil'd, corrupted, 

Grofly ingirt with daring infamy. 

Then let it not be call'd impiety. 

If in this blemifh'd fort I make fome hole. 
Thro' which I may convey this troubled foul. 

Yet die I will not, till my Colatine 

Have heard the caufe of my untimely death : 

F 3 
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TTiat he may vow, in that fad hour of mine. 
Revenge on him, that made me flop my breath; 
My ftained blood to Tarquin I bequeath. 
Which by him tainted, fliall for him be fpent. 
And as his due, writ in my teftament. 

My honour I'll bequeath unto the knife. 
That wounds my bo^y fo difhonoured : 
^Tis honour to aeprive diflionoured life: 
The one will live, the other being dead. 
So of fhame's a(hes fhall my fame be bred ; 
For in my death I murder fhameful fcorn. 
My fliame fo dead, my honour is new born. 

Dear lord of that dear jewel I have loft. 
What legacy fliall I bequeath to thee ? 
My refolution, love, fliall be thy boaft. 
By whofe example thou reveng'd may'ft be. 
How Tarquin muft be us'd, read it in me : 

Myfelf thy friend, will kill myfelf thy foe ; 

And for my fake, ferve thou falfe Tarquin fo. 

This brief abridgment of my will I make : 

My foul and body to the ikies and ground ; 

My refolution (hufl>and) do you take; 

My honour be the knife's, that makes my wound ; 

My fliame be his, that did my fame confound \ 
And all my fame that lives, difl>urfed be , 
To thofe that live, and think no fliame of me, ' 

When Colatine fliall overfee this will, 
Hfl^W was I overfeen, that thou flialt fee it ? 
My blood fliall wafli the flander of mine ill j 
My life's foul deed, my life's fair end fliall free it. 
Faint not^ faint heart, but flioutly fay, So be it ; 
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Yield to my hand, and that fliall conquer thee ; 
Thou dead, that dies, and both (hall viftors be. 

This plot of death, when fadly flie had laid. 
And wip'd the brinifli pearl from her bright ty(tSy 
With untun'd tongue fhe hoarfly call'd her maid, 
Whofe fwift obedience to her miftrefs hies. 
For fleet- wing'd duty with thought's feathers flies. 
Poor Lucreci cheeks unto her maid feem fo, 
As winter meads, when fun does melt their fnow. 

Her miftrefs fhe doth give demure good-morrow. 
With foft flow tongue, true mark of modefty j 
And forts a fad look to her lady's forrow, 
(For why, her face wore forrow's livery) 
But durft-not aflc of her audacioufly. 

Why her two funs were cloud-eel ipfed fo ; 

Nor why her fair cheeks over-wafh'd with woe. 

But as the earth doth weep, the fun being fet. 
Each flower moiften'd like a melting eye; 
E'eri fo the maid with fwelling drops 'gan wet 
Her circled eyne, enfoj:c'd by fympathy 
Of thofe fair funs fet in her miftrefs' fky ; • 
Who in a falt-wav'd ocean quench their light. 
Which makes the maid weep like the dewy night. 

A pretty while thefe pretty creatures ftand, 
Like ivory conduits coral cifterns filling ; 
One juftly weeps, the othej takes in hand 
No caufe, but company of her drops fpilling : 
Their gentle fex to weep are often willing ; 

Grieving themfelves to guefs at other fmarts*; 

And then they drown their eyes, or^break their 
hearts. F 4 
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For men have marble, women waxen minds. 
And thierefore they are forui'd as marble will : 
The weak opprefs'd, th' impreffion of ftrange kinds 
Is form'd in tbem by force, by fraud, or fkill. 
Then call them not the authors of their ill. 
No more than wax fhall be accounted evil. 
Wherein is ftamp'd the femblance of a devil. 

Their fmoothnefs, like an even champain plain^ 
Lays open all the little worms that creep. 
In men, as in a rough-grown grove, remain 
Cave-keeping evils, that obfqurely fleep : 
Thro' cryftal walls each little mote will peep. 
Tho' men can cover crimes with bold ftern looks, 
Poor womens faces are their own faults books. 

No man inveighs againft the withered flower. 
But chides rough winter, that the flower has kill'd : 
Not that's devour'd, but that which doth devour. 
Is worthy blame : O let it not be held 
Poor womens faults that they are fo fulfill'd 

With mens abufes ; thofe proud lords, to blame. 
Make weak mad wcHnen tenants to their (hame. 

The precedent whereof in Luerece view, 
Aflail'd by night with circumftances ftrong 
Of prefent death, and fhame that might enfue. 
By that her death to do her hufband wrong j 
Such danger to refiftance did belong. 

The dying fear thro' all her body fpread, 
And who cannot abufe a body dead ? 

By this mild patience did fair Luerece fpeak 
To the poor counterfeit of her complaining : 
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My girl, quoth fhe, on what occafion break [ing ? 
Thofe tears from thee, that down thy cheeks are rain- 
If thou doft weep for grief of my fuftaining. 

Know, gentle wench, it fmall avails my mood ; 

If tears could help, mine own would do me good. 

But tell me, girl, when went (and there (he ftaid. 
Till after a deep groan) Tarquin from hence ? 
Madam, ere I was up (reply'd the maid) 
The more to blame, my fluggard negligence: 
Yet with the fault I thus far can difpenfe ; 
Myfelf was ftirring ere the break of day. 
And ere I rofe, was Tarquin gone away. 

But lady, if your maid may be fo bold. 

She would rcqueft to know your heavinefs. 

O peace (quoth Lucrece) if it (hould be told. 

The repetition cannot make it lefs ; 

For more it is, than I can well exprefs : 
And that deep torture may be call'd a hell. 
When more is felt than one hath power to tell. 

Go, get me hidier piaper, ink, and pen 5 
Yet fave that labour, for I have them here. 
(What fhould I fay?) One of my hufband's men 
Bid thou be ready, by and by to bear 
A letter to my lord, my love, my dear ; 
Bid him with fpeed prepare to carry it. 
The caufe craves hafte, and it will foon be writ* 

Her maid is gone, and fhe prepares to write, 
Firft hovering o'er the paper with her quill ; 
Conceit and grief an eager combat fight. 
What wit fets down, is blotted ftill with will 5 
This is too curious good, this blunt and ill ; 
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Much like a prefs of people at a door. 
Throng her iaventions, which fhall go before. 

At laft (he thus begins : Thou worthy lord 
Of that unworthy wife, that greeteth thee, % 

Health to thy perfon ; next vouchfafe t' afford 
(If ever, love, thy Lucnce thou wilt fee) 
Some.prefent fpeed to come and vifit me : 
So I commend me from our houfe in grief. 
My woes are tedious, tho' my words are brief. 
* 

Here folds (he up the tenor of her woe. 
Her certain forrow writ uncertainly : 
By this fhort fchedule Colatine may know 
Her grief, but not her grief's true quality 2 
She dares not therefore make difcovery. 
Left he fhould hold it her own grofs abufe. 
Ere fhe with blood had ftain'd her ftrainM excufc. 

Befides the life and feeling of her paffion. 
She hoards to fpend, when he. is by to hear her j 
When fighs, and groans, and tears may grace the 
Of her difgracc, the better fo to clear her [fafliion 
From that fufpicion which the world might bear her: 
To fhun this Wot, fhe wou'd yiot blot the letter 
With words, till action might become them better. 

To fee fad fights, moves more than hear them told j 
For then the eye interprets to the ear 
The heavy motion that it doth behold : 
When every part a part of woe doth bear, 
'Tis but a part of forrow ^hat we hear. 

Deep founds make lefler noife than fhallow foixlg, • 
Ajad forrovyebbs, being blown with wind of worcjg, 
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Her letter now is feal'd, and on it writ, • 
At Ardea to my lord witb more than hafte 5 
The poft attends, and fhe delivers it. 
Charging the four-fac'd groom to hie as faft. 
As Jagging fouls before the northern Waft. 

Speed, more than fpeed, butdull and flow fhe deems^ 
Extremity ftill urgeth fuch extremes. 

The homely villain curtfies to hear low^ 
And blufhing on her witb a ftedfaft eye. 
Receives the fcroll without or yea or no ; 
For outward bafhful innocence doth fly. 
But they whofe guilt within their bofoms lie. 
Imagine every eye beholds their blame. 
For Lucrece thought he blufh'd (o fee her ihame; 

When filly groom (God wot) it was defeft 

Of fpirit, life, and bold audacity ; 

Such harmlefs creatures have a true refpe£l 

To talk in de^ds, while others faucily 

Promlfe more fpeed, but do iti leifurely. 
Even fo this pattern of the worn-out age 
Pawn'd honefl looks,' but' laid no words to gage, 

Hrt' kindled duty kirtdled her miftruft. 
That two red fires in both tkmt faces blaz/d. 
She thought he blufh'd as knowing Tarquins luft. 
And blufeing with him, wiftly on him gaz'd. 
Her earneft eye did make him more amaz'd : 
* The more me faw the blood his cheeks replenifh, 
Th^ more fhe thought be fpy'd in her fome blemifh; 

But long fhe thinks till he return again. 
And yet the duteous vaffal fcarcc is gone : 
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The weary time flie cannot entertain. 
For now 'tis ftale to figh, to weep, and groan. 
So woe hath wearied woe, moan tired moan. 
That flie her plaints a Httle while doth ftay, 
Paufmg for means to mourn fome newer way. 

At laft fhe calls to mind where hangs a piece 

Of ikilful painting made for Priam^s I'roy ; 

Before the which is drawn the pawer oi Greece<, 

For Helen's rape the city to deftroy. 

Threatening cloud-kiffing Ilion with annoy ; 
Which the conceited painter drew fo proud, 
As heaven (it feem'd) to kifs the turrets bow'd. 

A thoufand lamentable objeSs there. 
In fcorn of nature, art gave lifelefs life ; 
Many a dire drop ieem'd a weeping tear. 
Shed for the flaughter'd hufband by the wife. 
The red blood reek'd to fliew the painter's ftrife. 
And dying eyes gleem'd forth their alhy lights, 
Like dying coals burnt out in tedious nights. 

There might you fee the labouring pioneer 
Begrim'd with fweat, and fmeared all with duft; 
And from the towers of Troy^ there wou'd appear 
The very eyes of men thro' loop-holes thruft. 
Gazing upon the Greeks with little luft. 

Such fweet obfervance in the work was had, 
That one might fee thofe far-ofF eyes look fad. 

In great commanders, grace and majefty 
You might behold triumphing in their faces : 
In youth quick-bearing and dexterity : 
And here and there the painter interlaces 
Falc cowards marching on with trembling paces : 
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Which heartlefe peafants did fo well refemble. 
That one wou'd fwcar he faw them quakti and 

[tremble; 
In jljax and Ulyjfes^ O ! what art 
Of rhyfiognomy might one behold I 
The face of either cyphered cither's heart; 
Their face, their manners moft exprefsly told. 
In Jjax* eyes blunt rage and rigour roll'd ; 
But the mild glance that (he Ulyjfis lent, 
ShewM deep regard and fmiling government. 

There pleading might you fee grave Neftor ftand. 
As 'twere encouraging the Greeks to fight. 
Making fuch fober aSions with his hand. 
That it beguil'd attention, charmed the fight: 
In fpeech it feem'd his beard, all filver white, 
Wagg'd up and down, and from his lips did fly 
Thin winding breath, which purPd up to the iky. 

About him were a prefs of gaping faces. 
Which feem'd to fwallow up his found advice; 
All jointly lift'ning, but with feveral graces. 
As if fome mermaid did their ears entice ; 
Some high, fome low, the painter was fo nice. 
The fcalps of many almoft hid behind. 
To jump up higher feem'd to mock the mind. 

Here one man's hand lean'd on another's head, 
His nofe being (hadow'd by his iflighbour's ear; 
Here one being throng'd, bears back all fwoln and red ; 
Another fmother'd, feems to pelt and fwear, 
And in their rage, (fuch figns of rage they bear,) 
As but for lofs of Nejisr^s golden words. 
It feems they would debate with angry iWords* 
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For much imagrnary work was there ; 
Conceit deceitful, fo compafl:, fo kind. 
That for AchilleC image flood his fpear, 
Gfip'd in an armed hand ; himfelf behind 
Was left unfeen, fave to the eye of mind : 
A hand, a foot, a face, a leg, a head. 
Stood for the whole to be imagined. 

And from the walls of ftrong befiegcd Troy^ 
When their brave hope, bold He^for^ march'd to field, 
Stood many Trojan mothers, fharing joy 
To fee their youthful fons bright weapons wield ; 
And to their hope they fuch odd a£tion yield. 
That thro' their light joy feemed to appear, 
(Like bright things flain'd) a kind of heavy fear. 

And from the flrand of Dardan where they fought 
To Simots' reedy banks the red blood ran j 
Whofe waves to imitate the battle fought 
With fwelling ridges ; and their ranks began 
To break upon the galled Ihore, and then 
Retire again, till meeting greater ranks 
They join, and (hoot their foam at S'lmois^ banks. 

To this well- painted piece is Lucrece come 
To find a face where all diflrefs is fleli'd ; 
Many fhe fees, where cares have carved fome. 
But none where all diflrefs and dolour dwell'd. 
Till fhe defpairii!g Hecuba beheld. 

Staring on Prtam!s wounds with her old eyes. 
Who bleeding under Pyrrhus* proud foot lies. 

In her the painter had anatomiz'd 

Time's ruin, beauty's wreck, and grim care's reign j 
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Her cheeks with chops and wrinkles were diTguis'd j 
Of what fhe was, no femblance did remain ; 
Her blue blood chang'd to black in every vein: 
Wanting the fpring, that thofe fhrunk pipes had 
Shewed life imprifon'd in a body dead, [fed, 

On this fad fhadow Lucrece fpends her eyes. 
And ihape's her forrow to the beldame's woes j 
Who nothing wants to anfwer her but cries. 
And bitter words to ban her cruel foes. 
The painter was no god to lend her thofe ; 

And therefore Lucrea fwears he did her wrong. 
To give her fo much grief, and not a tongue. 

Poor inftrument (quoth {he) without a found ! 
ril tune thy woes with my lamenting tongue ; 
And drop fweet balm in Priam's painted wound. 
And rail on Pyrrhus^ that hath done him wrong. 
And with my tears quench Troy^ that burns fo long; 
And with my knife fcratch out the angry eyes 
Of all the Greeksj that are thine enemies. 

Shew me this ftrumpet, that began this ftir. 
That with my nails her beauty I may tear : 
Thy heat of luft, fond Paris^ did incur 
This load of wrath, that burning Troy did bear; 
Thv eye kindled the fire that burneth here : 
And here in Troy^ for trefpafs of thine eye^ 
The fire, the fon, the dame and daughter die. 

Why fhould the private pleafure of fome one. 
Become the publick plague of many more ? 
Let fin alone committed, light alone 
Upon his head, that hath tranfgrcfled (a. . 
Let guiklefs fouls be freed from guilty woe. 
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For one's ofFence why fhould fo many fall. 
To plague a private fin in general ? 

Lo ! here weeps Hecuba^ here Priam dies ! 

Here manly HeSfor faints, here Troilus founds ! 

Here friend by friend in bloody channel lies ! 

And friend to friend gives unadvifed wounds ! 

And one man's luft thefe many lives confounds ! 
Had doating Priam check'd his fon's defire, 
Troy had been bright with fame, and not with fire. 

Here feelingly (he weeps Troy's painted woe? : 
For forrow, like a heavy hanging bell. 
Once fet a ringing, with his own weight goes ; 
Then little ftrength rings out the doleful knell. 
So Lucrece fet a-work, fad tales doth tell 

To pencil'd penfivenefs, and colour'd forrow ; 

She lends them words, and (he their looks doth 

[borrow. 
She throws her eyes about the painted round. 
And whom fhe finds forlorn ftie doth lament : 
At laft (he fees a wretched image bound. 
That piteous looks to Phrygian fhepherds lent ; 
His face, tho' full of cares, yet (hew'd content. 

Onward to Troy with thefe blunt fwains he goes. 

So mild, that patience feem'd to fcorn his woes. 

In him the painter labour'd with his ficill. 
To hide deceit, and give thq harmlefs fhow. 
An humble gait, calm looks, eyes wailing ftill, 
A brow unbent, that feem'd to welcome woe j 
Cheeks, neither red, nor pale, but mingled fo, 
That blufhing red, no guilty inftance gave. 
Nor afliy pale, the fear that f^lfe hearts have. 
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But, like a conftant and confirmed devil, 
He entertain'd a fhow fo Teeming juft ; 
And therein fo infconc'd this fecret evil. 
That jealoufy itfelf could not miftruft, 
Falfe creeping craft and perjury fhould thruft. 
Into fo bright a day fuch black-fac'd ftorms. 
Or blot vfith hell-born fin fuch faint-like forms. 

The well-(krll'd woman this wild image drew 
For perjur'd Sinon^ whofe inchanting ftory 
The credulous old Priam after flew ; 
Whofe words like wild-fire burnt the fhining glory 
Of rich-built Ilion ; that the fkies were forry. 
And little ftars fhot from their fixed places. 
When their glafs fell wherein they view'd their 

[faces. 
This pifture fhe advifedly^ perus'd. 
And chid the painter for his wond'rous (kill : 
Saying, fome fhape in Sinonh was abus'd. 
So fair a form lodg'd not a mind fo ill : 
And ftill on him me gaz'd, and gazing ftill. 
Such figns of truth in his plain face fhe fpy'd. 
That flie concludes, the pifturc was bely'd. 

It cannot be (quoth fhe) that fo much guile. 
She would have faid, can lurk in fuch a look; 
But Tarquin's fhape came in her mind the while. 
And from her tongue, can iurk, from cannot took : 
It cannot be, fhe in that fenfe forfook, ^ 
And turn'd it thus j it cannot be, I find. 
But fuch a face fhould bear a wicked mind. 

For ev'n as fubtle Sinon here is painted. 
So fober fad, fo weary and fo mild. 
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(As if with grief or travel he had fainted) 
To me came Tarquin armed, fo beguil'd 
With outward honefty, but yet denl'd 

With inward vice : as Priam him did cherifh. 
So did I Tarquin^ fo my Troy did perifh. 

Look, look how lift'ning Priam wets his eyes, 
To fee thofe borrow'd tears that Sinon fheds ! 
Priam, why art thou old, and yet tiot wife ? 
For every tear he falls, a Trojan bleeds : 
His eyes drop fire, no water thence proceeds. 
Thofe round clear pearls of his, that move thy pity, 
Are balls of quenchlefs fire to burn thy city. 

Such devils fteal efFefts from lightlefs hell. 
For Sinon in his fire doth quake with cold. 
And in that cold hot-burning fire doth dwell ; 
Thefe contraries fuch unity do hold. 
Only to. flatter fools, and make them bold : 
So Priam^s truft falfe Sinon's tears doth flatter. 
That he finds means to burn his Troy with water. 

Here all inrag'd fuch paflion her aflails, ^ 

That patience is quite beaten from her breaft; 
She tears the knidefs' Sinon with her nails. 
Comparing him to that unhappy gueft, 
Whofe deed hath made hcrfeif herfelf deteft. 
At laft (he fmilingly with this gives o'er. 
Fool] fool! quoth ihe, his wounds will not be fore. 

Thus ebbs and flows the current of her forrow. 
And time doth weary time with her complaining : 
She looks for night, and then fhe longs for morrow, 
And both flie thinks too long with her remaining: 
Shcrt time feems long, in forrow's fliarp fuftaining. 
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Tho' woe be heavy, yet it feldom fleeps. 

And they that watch, fee time how flow it creeps. 

Which all this time hath ovcr-flipt her thought. 
That fhe with painted images hath fpent. 
Being from the feeling of her own grief brought. 
By deep furmife of others detriment, 
Looflng her woes in fliews of difcontent. 
It eafeth fome, tho' none it ever cur'd. 
To think their dolour others have endur'd. 

But now the mindful mefTenger comes back. 
Brings home his lord, and other company; 
Who finds his Lucrece clad in mourning black. 
And round about her tear-diftained eye 
Blue circles ftream'd, like rainbows in the fky. 
- Thefe watergalls, in her dim element, 
Foretel new florms to thofe already fpent. 

Which when her fad beholding hufband faw. 
Amazed ly in her fad face he ftares : 
Her eyes, tho' fod in tears, look red and raw. 
Her lively colour kill'd with deadly-cares. 
He has no power to afk her how me fares. 
But flood like old acquaintance in a trance. 
Met far from home, wond'ring each other's chance. 

At laft he takes her by the bloodlefs hand. 
And thus begins : What uncouth iU event 
Hath thee befallen, that thou doft trembling flrand ? 
Sweet love, what fpite hath thy fair colour fpcnt ? 
Why art thou thus attir'd in difcontent ? 
Unmafk, dear dear, this moody heavinefs. 
And tell thy grief, that we may give redrefs. 

G 2 
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Three iimes with fighs flie gives her forrow fire. 
Ere once flie can difcharge one word of woe : 
At length addrefs'd, to anfwer his defire. 
She modeftly prepares, to let them know 
Her honour is ta'en prifoner by the foe : 
While Colatiney and his conforted lords. 
With fad attention long to hear her words. 

And now this pale fwan in her watVy neft. 
Begins the fad dirge of her certain ending. 
Few words, quoth (he, (hall fit the trefpafs beft. 
Wherein no excufe can give the fault amending ; 
In me more woes than word^ are now depending : 
And my laments would be drawn out too long. 
To tell them all with one poor tired tongue. 

Then be this all the tafk it hath to fay. 
Dear hufband, in the intereft of thy bed 
A ftranger came, and on that pillow lay. 
Where thou waft wont to reft thy weary head; 
And what wrong elfe may be imagined 
By foul inforcement might be done to me. 
From that, alas ! thy Lucrece is not free. 

For in the dreadful dead of dark midnight. 
With (hining fauchion in niy chamber, came 
A creeping creature with a flaming light. 
And foftly cry'd. Awake thou Roman dame ! 
And entertain my love, elfe lafting (hame 
On thee and tnine this night I will infii6):. 
If thou my love's defire do contradift. 

For fome hard-favour'd groom of thine, quoth he, 
Unlefs thou yoke thy liking to my will. 
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ril murder ftrait, and then I'll flaught;er thee. 
And fwear I found you, where you did fulfil 
The loathfome aft of luft; and fo did kill 
The lechers in their deed : this aft will be 
My fame, and thy perpetual infamy. 

With this I did begin to ftart and cry. 
And then againft my heart he fets his fword, 
Swearing, unlefs I took all patiently, 
I fliould not live to fpeak another word : 
So fliould my fliame ftill reft upon record. 
And never be forgot in mighty Romej, 
Th' adult'rate death of Luchce and her groom. 

Mine enemy was ftrong, my poor felf weak, 
(And far the weaker with fo ftrong a fear) 
My bloody judge forbad my tongue to fpeak. 
No rightful plea might plead for jufticc there: 
His fcarlet luft came evidence to fwear. 

That my poor beauty had purloin'd his eyes ; 

And when the judgp is robb'd, the prifoner dies» 

Oh ! teach me how to make mine own excufe^ 
Or at the leaft, this refuge let me find \ 
Tho* my grofs blood be ftain'd with this abufe, 
Immaculate and fpotlefs is my mind ; 
That was not forced, that never was inclined 
To accefiary yieldings; but ftill pure 
Doth in her poifon'd clofet yet endure, 

Lo ! here the hopelefs merchant of this lofs. 
With head inclined, and voice damm'd up with woej - 
With fad fet eyes, and wretched arms acrofs. 
From lips new waxen pale begins to blow 
The grief away, that ftops his anfwer fo. 
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But wretched as he is, he ftriyes in vain ; 
What he breathes out, his breath drinks up again. 

As thro' an arch, the violent roaring tide 
Out-runs the eye, that doth behold his hafte ; 
Yet in the eddy boundeth in his pride 
Back to the ftrait, that forc'd him on fo faft ; 
In rage fent out, recall'd in rage being paft : 
Even fo his fighs, his forrows make a faw. 
To pufh grief on, and back the fame grief draw. 

Which fpeechlefs woe of his, poor fhe attendeth. 
And his untimely frenzy thus awaketh : 
Dear lord, thy forrow to my forrow lendeth 
Another power, no flood my raining flacketh ; 
My woe too fenfible thy paflion maketh 
More feeling painful ; let it then fufEce 
To drown one woe, one pair of weeping eyes. 

And for my fake, when I might charm thee fo. 
For fhe, that was thy Lucrece-—tioyf attend me. 
Be fuddenly revenged on my foe ; 
Thine, mine, his own ; fuppofe thou doft defend me 
From what is paft, the help, that thou fhalt lend mc 

Comes all too late, yet let the traitor die, 

For fparing juftice feeds iniquity. 

But ere I name him, you fair lords, quoth fhe, 
(Speaking to thofe that came with Colatine) 
Shall plight your honourable faiths to me, 
With fwift purfuit to Venge this wrong of mine : 
For 'tis a meritorious fair defign, 

To chafe injuftice with revengeful arms, 
Knights by their oaths (hould right poor ladies 
harms. 
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At this rcqueft, with noble difpofition. 
Each prefent lord began to promife aid. 
As bound in knighthood to her impofition, 
Longing to hear the hateful foe bewray'd : 
But fhe that yet her fad talk hath not faid, 
The proteitation ftops. O fpeak, quoth (he. 
How, may this forced ftain be wip'd from me ? 

What is the quality of my ofFence, 

Being conftrain'd with dreadful circumftance ? 

May my pure mind with the foul act difpenfc, 

My low declined honour to advance ? 

May any terms acquit me from this chance ?. 
The poifon'd fountain clears itfelf again, 
And why not I, from this compelled (lain ? 

With this they all at once began to fay, 
Her body's ftain the mind untaimed clears, 
While with a joylefs fmile fhe turns away 
The face, that map, which deep impreffion bears 
Of hard misfortune carved in with tears* 
. No, no, quoth fhe, no dame hereafter living, 
By my excufe fhall claim excufes giving^ 

Here with a figh, as if her heart would break. 
She throws forth TarquitCs nancte. He, he, fhe fays : 
But more, than he, .her poor tongue could not fpeak, 
Till after many accents and delays. 
Untimely breathings, fick and fhort aflays. 
She utters this. He, he, fair lord, 'tis he 
That guides this hand to give this wound to mc» 

lE^ven here fhe fheathed in her harmlefs breaft 

A harmful knife, that thence her foul unfheathed, 

G4 
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That blow did bail it from the deep unreft 
Of that polluted prifon where it breathed ; 
Her contrite fighs unto the clouds bequeathed 
Her winged fprite, and thro' her wounds doth fly 
Life's lafting date from canccl'd deftiny. 

Stonc-ftill, aftonifh'd with this, deadly deed. 
Stood Colatine and all his lordly crew. 
Till Lucreci father, that beholds her bleed, 
Himfelf on her felf-flaughter'd body threw : 
And from the purple fountain Brutus drew 
The murdVous knife, and as it left the place. 
Her. blood, in pure revenge, held it in chafe. 

And bubbling from her breaft it doth divide 
In two flow rivers, that the crimfon blood 
Circles her body in on every fide ; 
Who like a late fack'd ifland vaftly ftood 
Bare and unpeopled in this fearful flood. 

Some of her blood ftill pure and red remain'd. 
And fome look'd black, and that falfe Tarquin 

[ftain'd. 
About the mourning and congealed face 
Of that black blood, a watry rigol goes. 
Which fcems to weep upon the tainted place ; 
And ever.fince, as pitying Lucrece woes. 
Corrupted blood fome wat'ry token fhows : 
And blood untainted ftill doth red abide, 
Blufliing at that which is fo putrify*d. 

Daughter, dear daughter, old Lucretius cries, . 
That life was mine, which thou haft here depriy'd ; 
If in the child the father's image lies. 
Where fhall I live, now Lucrece is unliv'd ? 
Thou ^aft not to this end from me deriv'd. 
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If children predeceafe progenitors. 

We are their offspring, and they none of ours* 

Poor broken glafs, I often did behold 
In thy fweet Temblance, my old age new-born ; 
But now that fair frefli mirror, dim and cold. 
Shews me a bare-bon'd death by time out-worn : 
O ! from my cheeks my image thou haft torn ! 

And fliiver'd all the beauty from my glafs; 

That I no more can fee what once I was. 

O ! time ! ceafe thbu thy courfe, and hafte no longer. 
If thou furceafc to be, that fhould furvive : 
Shall rotten death make conqueft of the ftronger. 
And leave the faltVing feeble fouls alive ? 
The old bees die, the young poffefs their hive 5 
Then live fweet Lucrece^ live again and fee 
Thy father die, and not thy father thee. 

By this ftarts Colatim as from a dream. 
And bids Lucretius give his forrow place ; 
And then in clay-cold Lucrece* bleeding ftream 
He falls, and bathes the pale fear in his face. 
And counterfeits to die with her a fpace : 

Till manly fhame bids him poffefs his breath. 
And live to be revenged on her death. 

The deep vexation of his inward foul 
Hath ferv'd a dumb arreft upon his tongue ; 
Who made that forrow fhould his ufe controul. 
Or keep him from heart-eafing words fo long. 
He *gins to talk; but thro' his lips do throng 
Weak words, fo thick come in his poor heart's aid. 
That no man could diftinguifh what he faid. 
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Yet fometime Tarquin was pronolinced plain. 
But thro' his teeth, as if his name he tore : 
This windy tempeft, till it blow up rain, 
Held back his forrow's tide to make it more. 
At laft it rains, and bufy winds give o'er: 
Then fon and father weep with equal ftrife. 
Who fhould weep moft for daughter, or for wife. 

The one doth call her his, the other his ;' 
Yet neither may pofiefs the claim they lay. 
The father fays, flie's mine ; O mine fhe is. 
Replies her hufband ; do not take away 
My forrow's intereft, let no mourner fay. 
He weeps for her, for (he was only mine, * 
And only muft be wail'd by Colatine, 

! quoth Lucretius^ I did give that life. 
Which flie too early and too late hath fpill'd. 
Wo ! wo ! quoth Colatiney fhe was my wife, 

1 own'd her, and 'tis mine, that fhe hath kill'd. 
My daughter and my wife with clamours fiU'd 

The difperft air, who holding Lucrece life, 
Anfwer'd their cries, my daughter and my wife. 

Brutus i who pluck'd the knife from Lucreci fide. 
Seeing fuch emulation in their woe. 
Began to clothe his wit in flate and pride. 
Burying in Lucrece* wound his follies fhow: 
He with the Romans was efleemed fo. 
As filly jeering ideots are with kings. 
For fponive^words, and uttering foolifh things^ 

But now he throws that fhallow habit by. 
Wherein true policy did him difguifc. 
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And armM his long-hid wits advifedly, ' 

To check the tears in Colatinus eyes. 

Thou wronged lord of Romcy quoth he, arife j 
Let my unfounded felf, fuppos'd a fool. 
Now fet thy long jexperienc'd wit to fchool. 

Why, Colatincy is woe the cure for woe ? 

Do wounds help wounds, or grief help grievoxis 

Is it revenge to give thyfelf a blow [deeds ? 

For his foul a£l, by whom thy fair wife bleeds ? 

Such childifli humour from weak minds proceeds : 
Thy wretched wife miftook the matter fo. 
To flay herfelf, that fhould have flain her foe. 

Courageous Romany do not fteep thy heart 
In fuch lamenting dew of lamentations ; 
But knee] with me, and help to bear thy part. 
To roufe our Roman gods with invocations. 
That they will fufFer thefe abominations 

(Since Rome herfelf in them doth ftand difgrac'd) 
By ourftrong arms from forth her fairftreetschas'd. 

Now by the capitol that we adore ! 

And by this chafte blood fo unjuftly ftain'd ! 

By heaven's fair fun, that breeds the fat earth's ftorc ! 

By all our country rites in Rome maintain'd ! 

And by chafte Lucrece* foul, that late complain'd 

Her wrongs to us, and by this bloody knife ! 

We will revenge the death of this true wife. 

This faid, he ftroke his hand upon his breaft, 
And kifsM the fatal knife to end his vow : 
And to his proteftation urg'd the reft. 
Who wond'ring at him did his words allow : 
Then jointly to the ground their knees they bow, 
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And that deep vow which Brutus made before. 
He doth again repeat, and that they fwore. 

When they had fworn to this advifed doom. 
They did conclude to bear dead Lucrece thence. 
To mew the bleeding body throughout Rome^ 
And fo to publifh Tarquin^s foul offence. 
Which being done, with fpeedy diligence. 
The Romans plaufibly did give confent 
To Tarquin^ everlafting banilhment. 
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^ Poems on feveral Occafions. 

The Glory of Beauty, 

Ah wherefore with infe<5Hon (hould he live ? 
And with his prefcnce grace impiety ? 
That fin by him advantage fliould atchieve. 
And lace itfelf with his focicty ? 
Why fhould falfe. painting imitate his cheek. 
And fteal dead feeing of his living hue ? 
Why fhould poor beauty indireftly feek 
Rofes of fhadow, fince his rofe is true ? 
Why fhould he liye, now nature bankrupt is, 
Beggar'd of blood, to blulh thro* lively veins ? 
For fhe hath no exchequer now but his. 
And proud of many, lives upon his gains. 

O ! him fhe ftores, to fhow what wealth fhe had. 
In days long fmce, before thefe lafl fo bad. 

Thus is his cheek, the map of days, out-worn, 
WJien beauty liv'd and dy'd as flowers do now j 
Before thefe baftard figns of fair were born. 
Or durft inhabit on a living brow : 
Before the golden treffes of the dead. 
The right of fepukhers, were fhorn away. 
To live a fecond life on fecond head. 
Ere beauty's dead fleece made another gay* 
|n him thofe holy antique hours are feen. 
Without all ornament itfelf, and true. 
Making no fummer of another's green. 
Robbing no old, to drefs his beauty new : 
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And him as for a map doth nature ftore. 
To fhow falfe art what beauty was of yore. 

Thofe parts of thee, that the world's eye doth view, 
Want nothing, that the thought of hearts can mend : 
All tongues (the voice of fouls) give thee thy due, 
Uttering bare truth, even fo as foes commend. 
Their outward thus with outward praife is crown'd, 
But thofe fame tongues that give thee fo thine own, 
In other accents do this praife confound. 
By feeing farther than the eye hath fhown. 
They look into the beauty of thy mind. 
And that in guefs they meafure by thy deeds ; 
Then their churl thoughts (altho' their eyes were kind) 
To thy fair flower add the rank fmell of weeds. 
But why ? thy odour matcheth not thy (how. 
The toil is this, that thou doft common grow. 

Injurious Time. 

Like as the waves make towards the pibbled fliore. 
So do our minutes haften to their end : 
Each changing place with that which goes before. 
In fequent toil all forwards do contend. 
Nativity once in the main of light. 
Crawls to maturity, wherewith being crown'd, 
Crooked eclipfes *gainft his glory fight. 
And time that gave, doth now his gift confound.' 
Time doth transfix the flourifti fet on youth. 
And delves the parallels in beauty's brow. 
Feeds on the rarities of nature's truth. 
And nothing ftands but for his fcythe to mow. 
And yet to times, in hope, my verfe fliall ftand, 
Praifing thy worth, defpite his cruel hand. 
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Againft my love fhall be as I am now. 
With time's injurious hand crufli'd and o'er- worn ; 
When hours have drain'd his blood, and fill'd his brow 
With lines and wrinkles ; when his youthful morn 
Hath traveled on to age's fteepy night. 
And all thofe beauties, whereof now he's king. 
Are vanifliing, or \canifh'd out of fight. 
Stealing away the treafure of his fpring : 
For fuch a time, do I now fortify, 
Againft confounding age's cruel knife. 
That he (hall never cut from memory 
My fweet love's beauty, tho' my lover's life. 
His beauty (hall in thefe black lines be feen. 
And they fhall live, and he in them ftill green. 

When I have feen, by time's fell hand defac'd. 
The rich proud coft of out- worn bury'd age j 
When fometimes lofty towers I fee down raz'd. 
And brafs eternal flave to mortal rage ; 
When I have feen the hungry ocean gain 
Advantage on the kingdom of the fhore, \ 

And the firm foil win of the watry main, 
Increafing ftore with lofs, and lofs with flore j 
When I have feen fuch interchange of ftate. 
Or ftate itfelf confounded, to decay : 
Ruin hath taught me thus to ruminate. 
That time will come, and take my love away. 
This thought is as a death, which cannot chuf« 
But weep to have that which it fears to lofe. 

Since brafs, norftone, nor earth, nor boundlefs fea, 
But fad mortality o'er-fways their power: 
How with this rage ftiall beauty hold a plea, 
Whofe action is no ftronger than a flower ? 
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O ! how fliall fummer's hungry breath hold out- 
Againft the wrackful fiege ot battering days j 
When rocks- impregnable are not fo ftout, 
Nor gates of fteel fo ftrong, but time decays,? 
O ! fearful meditation I where, alack ! i 

Shall timers beft jewel from time's cheft Jie hid ? 
Or what ftrong hand can hold this fwift foot back. 
Or who bis fpoil on beauty can forbid? 

O ! none ! unlefs this miracle have might. 
That in black ink my love may ftill ihine bright 

Tir'd with all thefe, for reftful death I cry; 
As to behold defert a beggar born, 
And needy nothing trimm'd in jollity. 
And purell faith unhappily fprfworn. 
And gilded honour fliamefully mifplac'd. 
And maiden virtue rudely ftrumpetted. 
And right perfection wrongfully difgrac'd. 
And ftrength by limping fway difabled. 
And art made tongue-ty'd by authority. 
And folly (do<ftor-like) controuling fkill. 
And fimple truth mifcall'd fimplicity. 
And captive good attending captain ill : 

Tir'd with all thefe, from thefe would I be gone. 
Save that to die, I leave my love alone. 

True Jdmtratlon, 

What is your fubftance, whereof are you made. 
That millions of ftrange (hadows on you tend ? 
Since every one, hath every one, one (hade. 
And you but one, can every fhadow lend ? 
Defcribe Adonis^ and the counterfeit 
Is poorly imitated after you j 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



P$ems en fevtral Occajions* 113 

On Helenas cheek all art of beauty ktj 
And you in Grecian tires are painted new. 
Speak of the fpring and foyzen of the year. 
The one doth (hadow of your beauty mow. 
The other as your bounty doth appear. 
And you in every bleffed (hape we know : 
In all external grace you have fome part. 
But you like none, none you, for conftant heart. 

! how much more doth beauty beauteous feem. 
By that fweet ornament which truth doth give ! 
The rofe looks fair, but fairer we it deem 

For that fweet odour, which doth in it live. 
The canker-blooms have full as deep a dye, 
As the perfumed tinfture of the rofes. 
Hang on fuch thorns, and play as wantonly. 
When fummer's breath their mafked buds difclofcs: 
But for their virtue's only in their fhow. 
They live unmov'd, and unrefpefted fade. 
Die to themfelves : fweet rofes do not fo^ 
Of their fweet deaths are fweeteft odours made. 
And fo of you, beauteous and lovely youth. 
When that ihall fade, by verfe diftils your truth. 

The Force of Love* 

Being your flave, what fhould I do, but tend 
Upon the hours and times of your deflre, 

1 have no prbcious time at all to fpend, . 
Nor fervices to do, till you require : 

Nor dare I chide the world -without-end hour, 
Whilft I (my fovereign) watch the clock for you ; 
Nor think the bitternefs of abfence four. 
When you have bid your fervant once adieu.' 

H 
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Nordfirc I qtieftion with my jealous thought, 
Where you may be, or your affairs fuppofe ; 
But like, a fad flave ftay, and think of nought, 
Save "Vfhera you are : how happy you make thofe ! 
^So triie a fool is love, that in your will, 
(Tho' you do any thing) he thinks no ill. 

That eod forbid, that made me firft your flave^ 
I fhould in thought controul your times of pleafur^ ; 
Or at your hand th^ account of hours to crave, [ 
Being your vaflal, bound to ftay your leifurc, 
O let me fufFer (being at your beck) 
Xh' imprifon'd abfence of your liberty ; 
And patience, tame to fufFerance, biae each check, 
Without accufing you of injury ! 
Be where you lift, your charter is fo firpi^g, ^ 
That you yourfelf may privilege; your time* , 
To what you will ; to you it doth belong 
Yourfelf to pardon ©f felf-doing crime. 

I am to wait, tho' waiting fo be hell ; 

Not blame your pleafufc, be it ill or weli 

. .The Bepmty.gf' Nature^ 

If there be nothing new, but that which is ^ 
Hath been before, how are our brains beguil'd I 
Which labouring for invention, bear amiCi » ; 
The fecond burden pf a former child ? 
O ! that record could with a backward lopk^^ i 
Kv'n of five hundred courfes of^he fun ; 
Show me your image in fome antique bcK)k, . \\ 
Since mine at firft in chara6^ejr was dq^ie I 
That I might fee what the old world could fay 
To this compofed wonder of your frame \ 
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Whethcfr weVe nie^idedv or where Jbetter they, "^ ' 

Or whether revolution be the fame. 

O ! Aire I am, the wits of former days, c 

Td fubjafts worfe, have given admiring praife. 

Love*s Cruelty^ 

From fairdl crfeatures we deiire increafe, 
ITiat thereby beauty's rofe'may never die | 
But a:$ the riper fhould by time deceafe. 
His tender heir might bear his memory. 
But thou contrafted to thine own bright eyts^ 
Feed'ft thy light's flame with felf-fubftantial fuel ; 
Makidg a famine where abundance lies : 
Thyfelf thy foe, to thy fweet felf too cruel. 
ThoU that art now the world's frefli ornament, ^ 
And only herald to the gaudy fpring. 
Within thine own bud burieft thy content. 
And tender churl mak'ft wafte in niggarding : 
Pity the world, or elfe this glutton be 
To eat the world's due, by the grave and thee. 

When forty winters (hall befiege thy brow. 
And dig deep trenches in thy beauty's field. 
Thy youth's proud livery, fo gaz'd on now. 
Will be a tatter'd weed of fmall worth held : 
Then being alk'd where all thy beauty lies. 
Where all the treafure of thy lufty days ; 
To fay within thine own dcep-funken eyes. 
Were an all-eating ihame and thriftlefs praife. 
How much more praife deferv'd thy beauty's ufc. 
If thou coiildft anfwer. This fair child of mine 
Shall fum my count, and make my old excufe. 
Proving his beauty by fucceffion thine ? 

H 2 
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This were to be new made wjien thou art oM, ' 
And fee thy blood warm, when thou fterft'it cokf. 

Look in thy glafs, and tell the face thou Vieweft, ' 
Now is the time that face fhould forni another, ' 
Whofe frefli repair, if now thou notterieweft, ' 
Thou doft beguile the world,; unblefs fome mothei". 
For where is fhe fo fair, whofe un-ear'd womb ^ 
Difdains the tillage of thy hufbandry ? ' 

Or who is he fo fond, will be the tomb 
Of his felf-love, to flop pofterity ? 
Thou art thy mother's glafs, and fhe in thee 
Calls back tne lovely April of her prime : 
So thou thro' windows of thine age (halt fee, ' 
Defpite of wrinkles, this thy golden time. 

But if thou live, remember not to be; 

Die fingle, and thine image dies with thee. 

Youthful Glory. ^* 

O that you were yourfelf ! but, love, you arc' ^ 
No longer yours, than you yourfelf here live: 
Againft this coming end you fhould prepare. 
And your fweet femblance to fome other givel 
So fhould that beauty, which you hold in leafe. 
Find no determination j theii you were 
Yourfelf again, after yourfelf 's deceafe. 
When your fweet ifTue your fweet form fhould bear. 
Who lets fo fair a houfe fall to decay. 
Which hufbandry in honour might uphold, 
Againfl the flormy gufls of winter's day. 
And barren rage of death's eternal cold ? 

O ! none but unthrifts : dear my love, you know 
You had a father, let your fon fay fo. 
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Not from the ftars do I my judgment pluck. 
And yet methinks I have anronomy \ 
But not to tell of good or evil luck. 
Of plagues, of dearths, or feafons quality ; 
Nor can I fortune to brief minutes tell, 
Pointing to each his thunder, rain, and wind y 
Or Tay, with princes if it fhall go well. 
By ought predict that I in heaven find : 
But from thine eyes my knowledge I derive. 
And conftant ftars ; in them I rejd fuch art. 
As truth and beauty fliall together thrive. 
If from thyfclf, to ftore thou would'ft convert : 
Or elfe of thee this I prognofticate. 
Thy ,end is truth'$ and beauty's doom and date. 

When I confider, every thing that grows 
Holds in perfeftion but a little moment ; 
iThat this huge ftage prefenteth nought but fhows. 
Whereon the ftars in fecret influence comment: 
When I perceive, that men as plants increafe, 
Chear'd and check'd ev'n by the felf-famc fky : 
Vaunt in their youthful fap, at height decreafc. 
And wear their brave ftate out of memory : 
Then the conceit of this inconfbnt flay. 
Sets you moft rich in youth before my fight. 
Where wafteful time debateth with decay. 
To change your day of youth to fullied night; * 
And all in war with time, for love of you. 
As he takes from you, I ingraft you new, 
t 
Good Admonition^ 

But wherefore do not you a mightier way. 
Make war upon thjs bloody tyrant, time \ 
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And fortify yourfelf, tn your decay, ' '^ ^ 

With means more bleflcd than my barren rhytotf? ^^ 
Now ftand you on the top of liappy^ hours-, /^ 

And many maiden gardens yet unfet, - * -" \ 
With virtuous wifh would bear you living flowers^^ * 
Much liker than your painted counterfeit. -^ * 

So fliould the lines of life that life repaid. 
Which this (time's pencil) or my pupil pen. 
Neither in inward worth, nor outward fair. 
Can make you live yourfelf in eyes t>f men. 
To give away yourfelf, keeps yourfelf ftill. 
And you mult live, drawn by your own fwect (kill. 

Who will believe my verfe, in time to come. 
If it were fiJi'd with your moft high deferts ? 
Tho' yet, heaven knows, it is but as a tpmb, 
Whicn hides your life, andihowsnot half your p^rts. 
If I could write the beauty of your eyes, », cj 

And in frefli numbjBrs nunjber all your graces. j . - 
The age to coipq woidd/ay this pqet lyes. 
Such heavenly touches rie'ec touched earthly face^. . 
So fhould my papers {yellpw'cl wilh their age) \ \ 
Be fcorn'd, like old jnfn of kf^j^uth, than topgye;,; 
And your true rights be term'<J a poet's rage^ 
And ftretched metre pf a« antick fong. 

But were fome child of yours alive that time. 
You fhould live twi<^ in it, a^d ift n^yrl^J^SraT 

Lo ! in the orient when the gracious light ' "^^^ 
Lifts up his burning head, each under ^ye ' ^^ 

Doth homage to his new appearing fight. 
Serving with looks his facred majefty ; • - - ^ 
And having climb'd the fteep-up heavenly hilli- -^ * 
Refembling ftrong youth in his middle age. 
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Yd mortal looks a4ofe his.l^e^vty;ftilj,^,, nit ^ 
Attcjadingjoag^iisgojdea-pngqan^^^^ , /^ -i 

But when from lii^hrinoft pitch, , with weaiy car^^ y 
Like feeble age h^iire^l^ from the <Jay j.^ [\ .\ , ^ 
The^^3^fl('|i^4ut^oiis) now conver;(pd /ar<5 , ; , 
From his loyr^^ack, an4 lools; another way. f - - 

So thou, tby|elf .^ut^gping in thy Ji9Qn> ^ 'S. 

Unlook;4soaHdi^%-.m>lefs thou get» fon. , : ) 

Mi^azine 4if Beauty. 

Unthrifty lovelineii, why doft thou fpend 
Upon thyfelf thy beauty's legacy ? 
Nature's bequeft gives nothing, but doth lend. 
And being frank, flie lends to thofe are free*: > 
Then, beauteous niggard, why doft thou abufe 
The bounteous largds given thee to give? 
Profitlefs ufurer, why doft tliouufe 
So great a fum of funis, yet ckn'ft not live ? 
For having iraffick with thyfelf alone, 
Thou of thyfelf thy fwfe^t felf doft dfeoeivc ; 
Then how when nature ^Is thee to be gone. 
What acceptable audit can^ft' thou leave T 

Thy unus'd beauty miift be tomVd with thee, 

Which ufed lives th' executor to be. 

Thofe hours, that with geutle work did franie 
The lovely gaze, where every eye doth dwell. 
Will play the tyrants to the very fame. 
And that unfair, which fairly doth exce^. 
For never '■refting time leads iummer on 
To hideous winter, and confounds him there ; \ 

Sap check'd with froft, and lufty leaves quite gonej 
Beauty o*«r-fnow'd, and barrennefs pycry.wliete. 
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A liquid prifoiiier, p^nt in walls lof.glafs^ . : o.. ' 
BfifMty - {^/ ^ftii^ watb beairty were ibardfti ' / / 

Nqri iti nor^ np remembrance tuirhat it leas. : : 1 6 
But flowers diftill'd, tho' they with winter meet,^ 
Lofe buttbeir 0)ow,^tbeir fubftaneeiUlLlivesfwceti 

Then let not wint^r'^ nigged handdefacer i. -/^ 
In th^ thyifummer, ere thou be diftili'd^. ^ 
Make fyyeet focoe vial) U^aAire thou fome place \ 
With beauty's treafure, 'c!er it be felf-kiU'd:: : 
That ufe is not 'forbidden ufuryf j s '/ 

Which bappies tkofe that pay the willing loajit^ 
Th^'$ for thyfelf t© breed another tliee,^ ^ /* >4cm \ 
Or ten times happickr^ be it ten.forbne: ; ■; ' 
Ten timc9 thyfelf were baj^cr t^an thou art^ 
If ten of thine ten times refigur'd thee; 
Then what could death do, if thoix fhould^ft depart. 
Leaving thee living in poftcrity I 

Be not felf-wiird, for thou art much too fair 
To bede$tthfs conquofl'^rand intake worms tfaiiis heif • 

\ An ImHiaiim to Marriage^ ^^ 

Mufick to hear, why hear'ft thou mufick fadly ? ^ 
Sweets with fweets war noty joy delights in joy 2 ' 
Whylov'ft thou that, wkkh tboujceeiv'ft not gladly? 
Or elfe refiQIv'ft with^pleafure tbinjeaiieoy ? r ' 
If the tf/iAe conqord of welUtulied founds,^^ ) 

By unions ma^ied do offend thy ear^ : ; 
They do but iweetly chide thee, who confounds 
In linglenefs the parts that thou (hould'A bean^ ; ' 
Mark hoyv one firing, fweei; hufband to anothci^ 
Strikes ^ph in ^^ch by o^utual prdering^ ^ 
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Rcfcmblingifire^ami child, a»d tiappy imjtlier;^" 
Who all in< one, one pkaiingnote do fmg J : 
Whofc fp03chlefr foBg, being many, fecming^ome^ 
Sings this i^to thee, thou fingle wilt prow none." 
, ^'^ ■ •''.■'- •..■■■ -.if' 

Is/it^for fear to wet a widow's eye,' 
That thou confum'ft thyfelf in iingle life ? 
Ah ! if thou iffue4efs fhalt hap to die. 
The world will wail thee like a makelefs wife : 
7he world will be ihy widow^ and ftill weep. 
That thou no form of thee haft left behind ; 
When every private widow well may keep. 
By childrcns eyes, her hulband's fliape in mind : 
Look what an unthrtft in the world doth fpen4. 
Shifts but his place, for ftill the world enjoys it : 
But beauty's wafte hath in the world an end^ • 
And kept unus'd, the us'rer fo dcftroys it. 
/ Nplove towards others in that bofom fits, 
" That on himfelf Aicfe murd'rous fliame commits. 

Iiorfliame ! deny, that thou bear'ft love to any. 
Who for thyfelf art fo unprovident ; 
Grant, if thou wilt, thou art belov'd of many. 
But that thou none lov'ft, is moft evident : 
Fot tbiou art fo poiTefs'd with murd'rous hate. 
That 'gainft thyfelf thou ftick'ft not to confpire. 
Seeking that beauteous roof to ruinate, 
"Which to repair, ftiould be thy chief defire, 
O change tfcy thought, that I may change my mind ] 
Shall hate be fairer lodg'd than gentle love i 
Be, as thy prefence is, gracious and kind. 
Or to thyfelf, at leaft, kind-hearted prove : 
Make thee another felf, for love of me. 
That beauty ftill may live in thine or tbee. 
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t ^2 ^ Pum$: m Jeveral Ouafism^ 

As faftas^thdirlbsUt wane^ fo fiM.th<m growV r 
In one of thine, from that whicb ^ou' jd^art^fl ; i J 
And that irefh. bk>od which youngly thou bcftow'ftv' 
Thou may'ft call thincywh^n thou from youth con-»A 
Herein liveswifiiora, beauty, and indrestfe;> [yertefF. I 
Without'thas^ foiiy^ age^ and cold dfecay^j i > . 
If all were ^m indedi fo^ the times fhould ccafiE^r 7/ j l 'I 
And threefcore y^rs would rdakc the^world}SnMa}bf A 
Let thofe whom nature hath not madefdr ftofe^oJ 
Harflx, feftturelefs, and nide, barrenly perifli : \ ' 
Look whom flie:beft endowed, flie gave tha more 5 
Which boimteou^giftthoirfhould'ftinfaountychein^: 
She carv'd thee for her feal, and meant thereby 
Thou fhould'ft print nvwre, not let that copy die. 

f ^ When I do count die clcKik, that tells the ^^ixatiy^l 
And fee the bravieday^funkim hideous night v -^' ^ 
When I behol d thci vi<bl€t pafl: prr me, v i ^' 

And fable curls aire fxlvci'd oi'jerwith white jcv/ /II 
When lofty trees ii&e barrens of Ueave^^ - - rnvv of 
Which erft from i^eatpdidtdaijopyitheherf,/ o.qmo T 
And fummer*8 gr€sew:a4^ ginded^ up rn flieaVes^ ^ biiA 
Borne on the bier, •^ithiwirlte^and brifUy itte^pi^oV/ 
Then of tby bekuty'dofi iq^eftion makeyv : * '/ b A 
That thou amon^ the ivkftea of time miift g6, ^ 'vy\\ u<> 
Since fweetsiand beauties daiithemfclves forifakej- lo'l 
And die as faft as they* fee ofckers groiw-; t I 

And nothing '^ainft time's fcitbe idail fertake^defeisce, 
Save breod^ tofarave him when he isafcto diee faende, 

Falfe Btlhf 

When my love fwears that Ihe is madeof truthy >i I 
I do beUeve-her (tho' linow iheiyesj-r- r-j 
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Thatliie m^lKfiftfab^ me Eam^rxxAtdtoeWjomthft ?A 
Unflc3£dL j^LtWwoild^ifalfefongenesir'^'W ic h^o nl 
Thu9/viin]yv thinkings that fbe thinks rtnenyimh^y n A 
Altho? I-'knowifnyiyeEirs bejpaft tfab befl ;? , i rn uotiT 
I (ndJling^ Cfe^tihcar falfefpeaking: tongue^ ' fj^i-^H 
Out-facing ffutits liiriovef with love's iUsrefhuorprV^ 
But whj^iefbrd fays nqp iove^ th^tttmisyonngi I'f il 
Andf whcccftire fay not i) that! aiEbold i;<r:.rn bnA 

loye's Befl habit is a fmoothingftongaej^' ^o;h ^-^ J 
And age (in. love) laves not torihave years ttrid^ • H 

Therefore I'll lye wi th love, - and Jove mt h me^ ^ 
Since thatouriaults in Jove thu$ fmotber'd be* ' 

Two JovBs I have,' of eomfoct and defpair, r ^ '^ 

That like two fpicits dotfuggeft me ftiU : ? 'a 

My better angel is a min (right fair) f : , / 

My worfer fpiiit a womadi (colour'd ill.) 
To win me foon to hdl^ my fensakpevil 
Tempteth iirjp better angel firdrnj my fidfi,^ 
And would icotrupt my faint to be a devil ^i 
Wopinghis purity with rher fair pride*' j 

And whether that myimg^ be tum'd.fiend*^ l • 
Sufpe<a 1 may, yet not direiftly .t4ll s 
For being both to me, botii toeacli friend^ 

1 guefs one angdrin another's hell, i . j L A 
.Tike truth Jihall not know^ but live ini doubt,.' 
'iFill my bad>5aigd fire my good one out. i ^ 'pM 

Faji md Loofii^ 

Did pot the heavenly rhtttorick of thine eyo>ir; r^ - v^ 
'Gainft whom the ivwld could not hold argument ob 1 
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|jt4 Potms m feuerd Occetfimi. 

PerfBodeimy heart to thk falfe perjury, 
Vchws for thee broke, defcrve not puniihment. . > 
A woman I forfwore : but I will prove. 
Thou being a goddefs, I forfwore not thee : 
My vow was eurthly; thou a heavenly love. 
Thy grace being gain'd, cures all difgrace in mCrj 
My vow was breath, and breath a vapour is ; 
Tnen tbou, fair fun, that on this earth doth ibin^ 
Exhale this < vapour vow, in thee it is : 
If broken then, it is no fault of mine. 
If by me broke, what fool is not fo wife 
To oreak an oath, to win a paradife ? 

Trui Content, 

So is It not with me, as with that mufe, 
Stirr'd by a painted beauty to his verfc. 
Who heaven itfelffor ornament doth ufe. 
And every fair with his fair doth rehearfe : 
Making a compliment of proud compare 
With fun and moon, with earth and fea's rich gems ) 
With AprlTz firft-born flowers, and all thing? rarcj 
That heaven's air, in this huge rondure hems, r 
.O ! let me, true in love, but truly write. 
And then believe me, my love is as fair \ 

As any mother's child^ tho' not fo bright c 

As thofe gold candles fix'd in heaven's air. b- 

Let them fay more, that like of hearfay well ji 
I will not praife, that purpofe not to feJU ^ ^ 

A Bajhful Lavir. 

As an unperfe£l aftor on the ftagc, 
Who with his fear is put befides his part ^ 
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P9ims in femmi Qcc^nk %xi 

Or fome fiercething replete wkh toomuGliDtiage, ^ 
Whoft ftustl^tb atmidanlpweakciir his ownii^ifftt 
So I, for fear of truflf, forgot to fay : • ^ 
The perfeft ceremony of love's right, 1 

And in mine own love's flreagthieefia to^ecajr, ^ ' 
0'<^thurg'4 with burcten of mine own Jfovefs mightl 
O ! let «ir looks be then the eloquence^ . - > 
Aftd^d^mb pfefagers of nrv fpeaking breaft ; i 

Who plead for love, and iocdc for recompence. 
More than that tongue that more hath more expreft* 
O learn to read what filent love hath writ 1 
Tohear with eyes belongs to love's fine wit« 

Strong EonceiU 

My glafs fhafi not perfuade me I am old. 
So long as youth and thou art of one date ; 
But when in thee time's forrows I behold. 
Then look I death my days {hould ejcpiate. 
For all that beauty, that doth cover thee. 
Is but the feemly raiment of my faieart. 
Which in thy breaft doth live,- as itJhhie in me. 
How can I then be elder than thou art ? 
O therefore, love ! be of thyfelf fo wary. 
As I not for myfelf, but for thee, will. 
Bearing thy heart, which I will keep fo chary, 
As tender nurfe ha* babe from faring ill. : ' 
Prcfwne not on thy heart, when mine is flain^ 
Thou gav'ft me thine, not to give back again. 

A Sweet Provocation* 

Sweet Cytberea^ fitting by a bro6k. 

With young Adonh^ lovely frefh and green. 
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Did )Citfii^t'«)y€f lad 'wlth= mkny a lovdy l<k>ky 
Soobfookd^asYfom^ould look bur be^uty^^ ^ueeh. 
v^hyctold him' ftories^ t<>'delight'his earsf ^ ^ 
She fliow'd-him fev^ufs, to allure his eyt; ^ ' 
To win b« heart, ihe toUch't hJin hercttnd thiercj 
.3i>udics4fo foft, ftill conqaef d!Aa(lky. ' '^ 

But whetbigf unripe i years did t^rahtf^nccit, 
Opihe refused to take hep figtrr'd t)rofFer j ' ' ' 
The tender iribblc?r wouM hot touch lihe bi^lt, ^^ 
But ftnil^ and jeft at cvfery gentle offer. ^^ 

Then fell flie on her back, fair queen, and tbward, 
• He rofe and ran away i ah ! fool tdo froward. 

J Ccnftant Vow. 

If love make me forfworn, how (hall I fwe^r to loyf I 
O ! never faith cou'd hold, if not to beauty vovir^fl : 
Tho' to myfelf forfworn^ to thee I'll conftant^Jfovje. 
Thofe thou gh^sjto me like o,aks,to thee;l ike ofiers bow'd 
Study bis byas kavies,, ^i;id makes his book thiij^eyqB, 
Where allthofeplqafureslive^thatart can compreh^nfl* 
If knowle^lge iBe the. m^rlif,^to know thee fliall fuffige : 
Well learned is tliaf , tfjnguq, that well caa thee com- 
mend \ y ■,>; ,,^ ■: jr, ■: ^.,. ^ , , ^ ,\ ; •-, : : 

All ignorantthat fo^i ^^t fee;^ theewithojut^qnder. 
Which is jto me fom^ Pf^i^i^) ^l^t I thy parts admire : 
Thine eye y^^'siigl^^^^^ thy voice, his 

clfi^adful thundej;, , . 
Which (not tp an^er bpnt) is mufick and fweetfire. 

Celeftial as thou art, O ! do not love that wrong ! 

To flng heayen's prqi fe ^i th fuch an earthly tongue. 

The JExchangu J ,. / 

A woman V face, wfth nature's own hand painted^ 
Haft thou the mafter, miftrefs of my paffion ^ 
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P^^ms^ on fiv^ral, Ok.^^s. ^taj 

A woman's gentle hearty, but jfjot aeqw^isiMhii' 
IVitb ihiftiog cbangey as is falfe womena faflkion. 
An eye more bright than theirs, iefs &ir« in rDlliiig^: 
Gilding the object whereupon it gazctb.v/ . 
A i^an in huq all hue in his controulin^, . ^ 
Which fteals mens eyes, and womens fouls anuuceth : 
And for a>wotnan wer't thou firft created. / 
Till nature^ as flie wrought thee, fell a idpating,^ 
And by addition me of thee ?deieated ; . 
By adding one thing, to my purpofe nothing.^ 
But fince (he prick'd thee out for womens pleafure. 
Mine be thy love, and thy love's ufe their treaifttre. 

^ Difconfolathn. 

Weary with toil, I hafte me to my bed, \ 

^Thedearrepofe for limbs with travel tired, / 
But then begins a* journey in my head, 
Tb Work my mind, wfien body's work's expired. 
Fbr then my thoughts (far from where I abide) 
Thtend a zealous pilgrimage to thee. 
Arid keep my drooping eye-lids open wide, 
iSBbking ^on darkriefs, which the blind do fee. 
Save that my foul's imaginary fight 
Prefeilts their fliadow to my nghtlefs view ; 
Wliich, like a jewel (hung in ghaftly night) 
Makte» black night beauteous, and her old face hew. 
Lo ! thus by day my limbs, by night my mind, 
-^Fortheei and for my felf no quiet find. 

lIoH^ciirt^I then return in liappy plight. 
That am debar'd the benefit of reft ? 
When day's opprcffion is not eas'd by night, 
Bi^j,d^.by nijght, and night by day pppreft? 
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Il8 P&ifnt en ftveral Occafions: 

And each (tho* enemies to other's reign) 
Do in conient fhake hands to torture me i 
The one by toil, the other to complain. 
How far I toil, ftill farther oflF from thee. 
I t^ell the day, to pleafe him, thou art bright, 
And dofl him grace when clouds do blot the heaven : 
So flatter I the fwart-complexion'd night. 
When fparkling ftars tweer out, thou gild'ft th* even. 
But day doth daily draw my forrows longer. 
And night doth nightly make griefs length feem 

[ftronger. 
When in difgrace with fortune and mens eyes 
I all alone be weep my out-caft ftate. 
And trouble deaf heaven with my bootlefs cries. 
And look upon myfelf and curfe my fate : 
Wifhing me like to one more rich in hope. 
Featured like him, like him with friends poffeft ;. 
Defiring this man's art, and that man's fcope, 
With what I moft enjoy contented leaft. 
Yet in thefe thoughts, myfelf almoft defpifing, 
Haply I think on thee, and then my^ ftate. 
Like to the lark, at break of day arifing 
From fullen earth, to fing at heaven's gate. 

For thy fweet love remcmb'red, fuch wealth brings. 
That then I fcorn to change my ftate with kings. 

Cruel Deceit. 

Scarce had the fun dry'd up the dewy morn. 

And fcarce the herd gone to the hedge for (hade j 

When Cytberea (all in love forlorn) 

A longing tarriance for Adonis made 

Under an ofier growing by a brook ; 

A brook, where Adm us'd to cool his fpleen. 
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Poems on fsveral Occajionu 129 

Hot was the day, (he hotter, that did look 
For his approach, that often here had been. 
Anon he comes, and throws his mantle by. 
And ftood ftark naked on the brook*s green brim t 
The fun look'd on the world with glorious eye^ 
Yet not fo whiftly, as this queen on him : 
He fpying her, bounc'd in (whereas he ftood) 
O ! Jove! (quoth fhe) why was not I a flood \ 

The Unconjiant Lover^ 

Fair is toy love, but not fo fair as fickle ; 
Mild as a dove, but neither true nor trufty ; 
Brighter than glafs, and yet as glafs is brittle j 
Softer than wax, and yet as iron rufty : 

A lily pale, with damafk dye to grace her ; 

None fairer, nor none falfer to deface her. 

Her lips to mine how often hath (he joined, 
Between each kifs her oaths of true loye fwearing ? 
How many tales to pleafe me hath (he coined. 
Dreading my love, the lofs thereof ftill fearing ? 
Yet in the midft of all her pure proteftings, 
Her faith, her oaths, her tears, and all were 
jeftings. 

She burnt with love, as ftraw with fire flameth ; 
She burnt out love, as foon as ftraW out burning ; 
She fram*d the love, and yet (he foiled the framing \ 
She bad love laft, and yet (he fell a turning. 

Was this a lover, or a lecher whether ? 

Bad at the beft, tho* excellent in neither. 

I 
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130^ Poems on ftoeral Occaftonu 

The Benefit of FrUndJhip. 

When to the feflions of fweet filent thought, 
I fummon up remembrance of things part, 
I figh the lack of many a thing I fought. 
And with old woes new wail my dear time's \^affe*. 
Then can I drown an eye (unus'd to flow) 
For precious friends hid in death's datelefs night, 
And weep afrefh love's long fince cancel I'd woe, 
And moan th' expence of many a vani(h'd fight. 
Then can I grieve at grievances foregone^ 
And heavily from woe to woe tell o'er 
The fad account of fore-bemoaned moan. 
Which I new pay, as if not paid before. 

But if the while I think on thee, dear friend. 
All lofles are reftor'd, and forrows end. 

Thy bofom 13 endeared with all hearts. 
Which I by lacking have fuppofed dead ; 
And there reigns love, and all love's loving parts. 
And all thofe friends, which I thought buried. 
How many a holy and obfequious tear 
Hath dear religious love ftol'n from mine eye. 
As intereft of the dead, which now appear 
But things remov'd, that hidden in thee lie \ 
Thou art the grave where buried love doth live. 
Hung with the trophies of my lovers gonej 
Who all their parts of me to thee did give. 
That due of many, now is thine alone. 
Their images I lov'd, I view in thee. 
And thou (all they) haft all the all of me. 

If thou furvive my well contented day, 
When that churl death my bones with duft fball 
cover i 
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Poems on fever al OccaJUns. i3j 

Ahd (halt by fortune once more re-furvey 
Thefe poor rude lines of thy deceafed lover : 
Compare them with the bettering of the time. 
And tho' they be out-ftript by every pen, 
Referve them for my love, not for their rhimc. 
Exceeded by the height of happier men. 
Oh then vouchfafe me but this loving thought f 
Had my friend's mufe grown with this growmg age^ 
A dearer birth than this, his love had brought. 
To march in ranks of better equipage : 
But lince he died, and poets better prove. 
Theirs for their ftile I'll read, his for his love* 

Friendly Concord, 

if mufick and fweet poetry agree. 
As they muft needs (the fifter and the brother) 
Then muft the love be great 'twixt thee and me, 
Becaufe thou lov'ft the one, and I the other. 
Dowland to thee is dear, whofe heavenly touch 
Upon the lute, doth ravifh human fenfe : 
Spencer to me, whofe deep conceit is fuch, 
A^ palling all conceit, needs no defence; 
Thou lov'ft to h?ar the fweet melodious found. 
That Phoehus lute (the queen of mufick) make*; 
And I in deep delight am chiefly dfown'd. 
When as himfelf to finging he betakes. 
One God is God of both (as poets fain) 
One knight loves both, and both in thee remain. 

Inhumanity. 

Fair was the morn, when the fair queen of love. 
Paler for forrow than her milk-white dove, 

I 2 
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For Adons fake, a youngfter proud and wild, 
Her ftand fhe takes upon a fteep-up hill. 
Anon Adonh comes with horn and hounds. 
She, filly queen, with more than love's good-will,. 
Forbad the boy he fliould not pafs thofe grounds : 
Once (quoth (he) did I fee a fair fweet youth 
Here in thefe brakes, deep wounded with a boar. 
Deep in the thigh a fpedlacle of ruth j 
See in my thigh (quoth fhe) here was the fore : 
She fhcwed hers, he faw more wounds than one, 
And blufhing fled, and left her all alone. 

A Congratulation, 

How can my mufe want fubjeft to invent. 
While thou dofl breatjie, that pour'fl into my verfe 
Thine own fweet argument, too excellent 
For every vulgar paper to rehearfer? 
Oh ! give thyfelf the thanks, if ought in me. 
Worthy perufal, fland againfl thy fight ; 
For who's fo dull, that cannot write to thee. 
When thou thyfelf dofl give invention light I 
Be thou the tenth mufe, ten times more in worth,, 
Than thofe old Nine which rhimers invocate ; 
And he that calls on thee, let him bring forth 
Eternal numbers to out-live long date. 

If myldight mufe do pleafe thefe curious days. 
The pain be mine, but thine fhall be the praife. 

Oh ! how thy worth with manners may I fing. 

When thou art all the better part of me ? 

What can mine own praife to mine owA felf bring ? 

And what is't but mine own when I praife thee ? 

Even for this, let us divided live. 

And our dear love lofe name of fmgle one j 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Poems on fever al Occajions*. 133 

That by this reparation I may give 
That due to thee, which thou deferv'ft alone. 
Oh abfence ! what a torment would'ft thou prove, 
Were't not that thy four leifure gave fweet leave 
To entertain the time with thoughts of love, 
Who time and thoughts fo fweetly doft deceive ; 
And that thou teacheft how to make one twain. 
By praifing him here, who doth hence remain. 

Take all my loves, my love, yea take them all. 
What haft thou then more than thou hadft before ? 
No love, my love, that thou may'ft true love call. 
All mine was thine, before thou hadft this more. 
Then if for my love, thou my love receiveft, 
I cannot blame thee, for my love thou ufeft j 
But yet be blam'd, if thou thyfelf deceivcft 
By wilful tafte of what thyfelf refufeft. 
I do forgive thy robb'ry, gentle thief, 
Altho' thou fteal thee all my poverty : 
And yet love knows it is a greater grief 
To bear love's wrong, than hate's known injury. 
Lafcivious grace, in whom all ill well ftiows. 
Kill me with fpite, yet we muft not be foes, 

Lofs and Gain. 

Thofe pretty wrongs that liberty commits. 
When I am fometimes abfent from thy heart, . 
Thy beauty and thy years full well befit. 
For ftill temptation follows where thou art. 
Gentle thou art, and ^therefore to be won ; 
Beauteous thou art, and therefore to be affailed, 
And when a woman woos, what woman's fon 
Will fourly leave her till he have prevailed ? 

I 3 
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Ah me ! but yet thou might'ft my feat fbrbear,^ 
And chide thy beauty and thy ftraying youth. 
Who lead thee in their riot even there. 
Where thou art forc'd to break a twofold truth : 
Hers by thy beauty tempting her to thee, 
Thine by thy beauty being falfe to me. 

That thou haft her, it is not all my grief. 
And yet it may be faid I lov'd her dearly ; 
That {he hath thee, is of my wailing chief, 
A lofs in love that touches me more nearly. 
Loving offenders, thus I will^excufe ye, - 
Thou doft love her, becaufe thou know'ft I love her j 
And for my fake even fo doth fhe abufe.me. 
Suffering my friend, for my fake, to approve her. 
If I lofe thee, my lofs is my love's gain. 
And lofing her, my friend hath found that lofs ; 
Both find each other, and I lofe both twain. 
And both for my fake lay on me this crofs. 
But here's the joy, my friend and I are one, 
Sweet flattery, then (he loves but me alone^ 

Foolijh X^ifdain. 

Venus with Adonis fitting by her. 

Under a myrtle fhade, began to woo him : 

She told the youngling how god Mars did try her. 

And as he fell to her, (he fell to him. 

Even thus (quoth fliej the warlike god embrac'd me. 

And then fhe dipt Adonis in her arms : 

Even thus (quoth ihe) the warlike god unlac'd me. 

As if the boy fhould ufe like loving charms. 

Even thus (quoth fhe) he feized on 4ny lips. 

And with iier lipi on his did a6t the feis^ur^ *^ 
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And as fhe fetched breath, aw^y he fkips. 
And would not t^ke her meaning nor her pleafure. 
Ah ! that I had my lady at this bay, 
To kifs and clip me till I run away. 

Ancient Antipathy. 

Crabbed age and youth cannot live together ; 
Youth is full of pleafance, age is full of care \ 
Youth like fummer morn, age like winter weather ; 
Youth like fummer brave, age like winter bare. 
Youth is full of fport, age's breath is fhort 3 
Youth is nimble, age is lame 5 
Youth is hot and bold, age is weak and cold ; 
Youth is wild, and age is tame. 

Age I do abhor thee, youth I do adore thee j 
O ! my love, my love is young : 

Age I do defy thee, O ! fweet fliepherd hie thee i 
For, methinks, thou ftay'ft too long. 

B^autfs Valuation, 

Beauty is but a vain and doubtful good, 
A (hining glofs, that fadeth fuddenly j 
A flower jhat dies, when firft it 'gins to bud \ 
A brittle glafs, that's broken prefently. 

A doubtful good, a glofs, a glafs, a flower. 
Loft, faded, broken, dead within an hour. 

And as goods loft, are feld' or never found j 
As faded glofs no rubbing will refrelh ; 
As flowers dead, lie withered on the ground ; 
As brqken glafs, no cement can redrefs : 

14 
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So beauty blemifh'd once, for e\»er's foft, 
In fpite of phyfic, painting, pain and coft. 

Melancholy Thoughts. 

If the dull fabftance of my flefh were thought. 
Injurious diftance fhould not ftop my way; 
For then, defpite of fpace, I would be brought 
To limits far remote, where thou doft ftay. 
No matter then altho' my foot did ftand 
Upon the fartheft earth remov'd from thee ; 
For nimble thought can jump both fea and land. 
As foon as think the place where he would be. 
But, ah ! thought kills me, that I am not thought. 
To leap large lengths of miles when thou art gonej 
But that fo much of earth and water wrought, 
I muft attend time's leifure with my moan j 
Receiving nought by elements fo flow. 
But heavy tears, badges of either's woe. 

The other two, flight air, and purging fire. 
Are both with thee, where-ever I abide ; 
The firft my thought, the other my defire ; 
Thefe prefent, ablent, with fwift motion Aide, 
For when thefe quicker elements are gone. 
In tender embaflTy of love to thee, • 
My life being made of four, with two alone 
Sinks down to death, oppreft with melancholy} 
Until life's compofition be recured. 
By thofe fwift meflengers returned from thee. 
Who even but now come back again afliired 
Qf thciar fair health, recounting it to me. 
This told, I joy ; but then no longer glad, 
J. feed thent back again, and ftrait grow f;^c|, 
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Sweet rofe, fair flower, untimely pluck'd, foon fadedj^ 
Pluck'd in the bud, and faded in the fpring : 
Bright orient pear), alack ! too timely (haded. 
Fair creature kilFd too foon by death's fharp fting: 
Like a green plumb, that hangs upon a tree. 
And falls (thro' wind) before the fall fliould be, 

I weep for thee, and yet no caufe I have. 
For why ? Thou lefts me nothing in thy will 5 
And yet thou lefts me more than I did crave ; 
For why ? I craved nothing of thee ftill : 

O yes (dear friend) I pardon crave of thee, * 
Thy difcontent thou didft bequeath to me. 



Love's Relief, 

Full many a glorious morning have I feen. 
Flatter the mountain tops with fovereign eye, 
KiiEng with golden face the meadows green ; 
Gilding pale ftreams with heavenly alchymy ; 
Anon permit, the bafeft clouds to ride, 
With ugly rack on his celeftial face. 
And from the forlorn world his vifage hide, 
Stealing unfeen to weft with this diforace. 
Even fo my fun one early morn did wine. 
With all triumphant fplendor on my brow ; 
But out, alack ! he was but one hour mine. 
The region cloud hath mafk'd him from me now, 

Yet him for this my love no whit difdaineth j 

Suns of the world may ftain, when heaven's fun X^ P9^i^^x/U 

[ftaineth. x^^,UK>A^ 
Why didft.thou promife fuch a beauteous day, j^.^^ mC^-^ 

And make me travel forth without my cloke, ^^L^ / 

Uv^..^*.M^ ^ X /^-M«^#«,.#^ /t^«.^ii:^uo i/^cX/f' 
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To Jet bafe clouds o'ertakc me in my way. 
Hiding thy bravery in their rotten fmoke ? 
'Tis not enough that thro' the cloud thou breaks ' 
To dry the rain on my ftorm-beaten face ; 
For no man well of fuch a falve can fpeak. 
That heals the wound, and cures not the difgrace : 
Nor can thy fliame give phyfick to my grief, 
Tho' thou repent, yet I have ftill the crofs; 
Th' offender's forrow lends but weak relief 
To him, that beareth ftrong offences crofs. 

Ah ! but thofe tears are pearl which thy love iheds, 
And they are rich, and ranfom all ill deeds. 

No more be griev'd at that which thou haft done, 
Rofes have thorns, and filver fountains mud ; 
Clouds and eclipfes ftain both moon and fun, 
And loathfome canker lives in fweeteft bud. 
All men make faults, and even I in this. 
Authorizing thy trefpafs with compare, 
MyfeJf corrupting, falving thy amifs, 
Excufing their fins more than their fins are : 
For to my fenfual fault I bring incenfe, 
Thy adverfe party is thy advocate; 
And 'gainft myfelf a lawful plea commence, 
Such civil war is in my love and hate. 

That I an acceffary needs muft be 

To that fweet thief which forcly robs from me. 

Unanimity, 

Let me confiefs, that we two muft be twain, 
Altho' our undivided loves are one : 
So (hall thofe blots, that do with me remain 
Without thy help, by me be borne alone. 
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In our two lovea there is but one refpe^, 
Tho' in our lives a feparable fpite j 
Which tho' it alter not love's fole efFeit, 
Yet doth it fteal fweet hours from love's delight. 
I may not evermore acknovrkdge thee. 
Left my bewailed guilt fhouid do thee tc^2SSi% 
Nor thou with publick kindnefs honour me, 
Unlefs thou take that honour from thy name. 
But do not fo, I love thee in fuch fort. 
As thou being mine, mine is thy good report. 

As a decrepit father takes delight 

To fee his a<ftive child do deeds of youth ; 

So I, made lame by fortune's deareft fpite. 

Take all my comfort of thy worth and truth. 

For whether beauty, birth, or wealth, or wit. 

Or any of thefe all, or all, or more, 

Intitled in their parts, do crowned fit, 

I make my love ingrafted to this ftore : 

So then I am not lame, poor, nor delpis'd, 

Whilft that this fhadow doth fuch fubftance give. 

That I in thy abundance am fuffic'd. 

And by a part of all thy glory live : 

Look what is heft, that beft I wifli in thee ; 

This wifli I have, then ten times haj^y me. 

Loth to depart. 

Good night, good reft; ah ! neither be my fharc: 
She bad good night, that kept my reft away; 
And daft me to a cabbcn hang'd with care, 
To defcant on the doubts of my decay. 

Farewel (quoth fhe) and come again to-morrow { 
Tare well I coujdrnot, for I fupt witH forrow* 
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Yet at my parting fwcetly did (he fmile. 
In fcorn, or frieiidfliip, nill I confter whether: 
It may be fhe joy'd to jeft at my exile ; 
It may be again to make me wander thither. 
Wander (a word) for {hadows like myfelf, 
As take the pain, but cannot pluck the pelf. 

Lord } how mine eyes throw gazes to the eaft ! 
My heart doth charge the watch ; the morning rife 
Doth cite each moving fenfe from idle reft. 
Not daring truft the office of mine nres. 

While Philomela fits and fings, I fit and mark,. 
And wifli her lays were tuned like the lark. 

For flie doth welcome day-light with her ditty. 
And drives away dark dreaming night : 
The night fo packt, I poft unto my pretty ; 
Heart hath his hope, and eyes their wifhed fight; 

Sorrow changed to folace, and folace mixt with 
forrow ; 

For why ? fhe figh'd, and bad me come to-morrow. 

Were I with her,' the night would poft too foon, 
But now are minutes added to the hours : 
To fpite me now, each minute feems an hour. 
Yet not for me, fhine fun to fuccour flowers. 

Pack night, peep day, good day of night now 
borrow. 

Short night, tonight, and length thyfelf to-morrow. 

A MaJier^Piec^. 

Mine eye hath play'd the painter, and hath fteel'd 
Thy beauty's form in table of my heart ; 
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My body is the frame wherein 'tis held. 
And perfpeftive it is beft painter's art. 
For thro' the painter maft you fee his fkill. 
To find where your true image pidlur'd lies. 
Which in my bofom's (hop is hanging ftill. 
That hath his windows glazed with thine eyes* 
Now fee what good turns eyes for tyts have done ; 
Mine eyes have drawn thy (hape, and thine for me 
Are windows to my breaft, where thro' the fun 
Delights to peep, to gaze therein on thee. 
Yet eyes this cunning want to grace their art. 
They d raw but what they fee, know not the heart. 

Happinefs in Content, 

Let thofe who are in favour with their ftars. 
Of publick honour and pro"ud titles boaft : 
Whilft I, whom fortune of fuch triumph bars, 
Unlook'd-for joy in that I honour moft. 
Great princes favourites their fair leaves fpread. 
But as the marigold at the fun's eye ; 
And in themfelves their pride lies buried. 
For at a frown they in their glory die. 
The painful warrior famoufed for worth, 
After a thoufand viftories, once foil'd. 
Is from the book of honour razed quite. 
And all the reft forgot, for which he toil'd. 
Then happy I, that love and am beloved. 
Where I may not remove, nor be removed, 

J Dutiful MeJJage. 

Lord of my love, to whom in vaflklagc 
Thy merit hath my duty ftrongly knit y 
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To thee I fend this written cmbaflfage, 

To witnefs duty, not to flicw my wTt. 

Duty fo great, which wit fo poor as mine 

May make feem bare, in wanting words to (hew it J 

But that I hope fome good conceit of thine 

In my fouPs thought (all naked) will beftow if. 

Till whatfoevcr ftar, that guides my moving. 

Points on me gracioufly with fair afpedj 

And puts apparel on my tattcr'd loving. 

To (how me worthy of their fweet refpeS. 

Then may I dare to boaft how I do love thee*. 

Till then, not fhow my head, where thou may'ft 

[prove me* 
Go and Come quickly, 

how heavy do I journey on the way, 
When that I feck (my weary travel s end) 
Doth teach that eafe and that repofe to fay, 
I'hus far the miles are meafur'd from thy friend ? 
The beaft that bears me, tired with my woe, 
Plods dully on, to bear that weight in me ; 
As if by fome inftinft the wretch did know 
His rider lov'd not fpeed being made from thee. 
The bloody fpur cannot provoke him on, 
That fometimes anger thrufts into his hide; 
Which heavily he anfwers with a groan. 
More fharp to me, than fpurring to his fide, 
For that fame groan doth put this in my mind. 
My grief lies onward, and my joy behind. 

Thus can my love excufe the (low offence 
Of my dull Dearer, when from thee I fpeed. 
Form where thou art, why fhould I hafte me thence ? 
Till I return, of polting'is no need. 
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O ! what excufe will my poor bcaft then find, 
When fwift extremity can feem but flow ? 
Then fhould I fpur tho' mounted on the wind 5 
In winged fpeed no motion fhall I know. 
, Then can no horfe with my defire keep pace. 
Therefore defire (of perfeft love being niade) 
Shall neigh no dull flefh in his fiery race. 
But love for love thus fhall excufe my jade. 
Since from thee going, he went wilful flow. 
Towards thee Til runj and give him leave to g04 

Two Faithful Friends* 

Mine eye and heart are at a mortal war. 
How to divide the conquefl: of thy fight : 
Mine eye, my heart their piftures fight would bar^ 
My heart, mine eye the freedom of that right : 
My heart doth plead^ that thou in him doft lie j 
(A clofet never pierc'd with cryftal eyes) 
6ut the defendant doth that plea deny, 
And fays, in him their fair appearance lies. 
To 'cide this title, is impannelled / 
A queft of thoughts, all tenants to. the heajft; 
And by their verdidl is determined 
The clear eye's moiety, and the dear heart's part. 
As thus; mine eyes due is their outward part. 
And my heart's right, their inward love of heart. 

Betwixt mine eye and heart a league is took. 
And each doth good turns now unto the other : 
When that mine eye is famifli'd for a look. 
Or heart in love with fighs himfelf doth fmother: 
With my love's piifture then my eye doth feafl:, 
And to the paints banquet bids my hearts 
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Another time mine eye is my heart's gueft^ 
And in his thoughts of love doth fhare a part* 
So either by the pifture of my love^ 
Thyfelf away, are prefent ftili with me j 
For thou not farther than my thoughts canft move^ 
And I am ftill with them, and they with thee. 
Or if they fleep, thy pi6lure in my fight 
Awakes my heart, to heart's and eyes delight. 

Carelefs NegleSi. 

How careful was I, when I took my way 
Each trifle under trueft bars to thruft j 
That to my ufe it might unufed ftay 
From hands of falfhood, in fure wards of truft ? 
But thou, to whom my jewels trifles are, 
Moft worthy comfort, now my greateft grief: 
Thou beft of dearefl:, and mine only care, 
Are left the prey of every vulgar thief. 
Thee have I not lock'd up in any chefl-. 
Save where thou art not; tho' I feel thou art 
Within the gentle clofure of my breaft. 
From whence at pleafure thou mayft come and part;, 
And even thence thou wilt be ftoln, I fear j 
For truth proves thievifli for a prize fo dear. 

&tout Refolution. 

Againft that time (if ever that time come) 
When I fhall fee thee frown on my defefts ; 
Whenas thy love hath cafl his utmoft fum, 
CalPd to that audit by advis'd refpefts : 
Againft that time, when thou (halt ftrangely pafs. 
And fcarcely greet me with that fun, thine eye j 
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When love, converted from the thing it was. 
Shall reafons find of fettled gravity : 
Againft that time, do I infconce me here, 
Within the knowledge of mine own defert ; 
And this my hand againft myfelf up -rear. 
To guard the lawful reafons on thy part; 

To leave poor me, thou haft the ftrength of laws. 
Since why to love, I can alledge no caufc. 

A Duel 

It was a lording's daughter. 
The faireft one of three. 

That liked of her mafter, as well as well might be: 
Till looking on an Engl'ijhman^ 
The faireft eye could fee. 
Her fancy fell a turning. 

Long was the combat doubtful. 
That love with love did fight : 
To leave the mafter lovelefs, or kill the gallant 
To put in praftice either, [knight j 

Alas ! it was a fpite. 
Unto the filly damfel. 

But one muft be refufed. 
More mickle was the pain ; 

That nothing could be ufed, to turn them both to 
For of the two the triifty knight [gain : 

Was wounded with difdain, 
Alas ! flie could not help it. 

Thus art with arms contending, 
Was viftor of the dayj 

xv 
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Which by a gift of learning did bear.lhc maid aw^y^ 
Then, lullaby, the learned man 
Hath goth the lady gay : 
For now my fong is ended^ 

Lovi-ftck^ 

On a day (alack the day ! ) 
Love, whofe month was ever I^y^ 
Spy'd a bloflbm paiGrig fair. 
Playing in the wanton air. 
Thro* the vdvet leaves the wind. 
All unfeen, *gan paflage find. 
That the tover (fick to death) 
Wifh'd himfelf the heaven's breath. 
Air (quoth he) thy cheeks may blow^ 
Air ! would I might triumph fo ! 
But (alas !) my hand hath fworn 
Ne'er to pluck thee from thy throne i 
Vow, (alack !) for youth untneet. 
Youth, fo apt to pluck a fweet ; 
Thou, for whom ev'n Jove would fweaf 
Juno but an Mth'top were ; . 
And deny himfelf for Jove^ 
Turning mortal for thy love. 

Lt^i^s Labour lojl. 

My flocks f«ed not, my ewes breed not. 
My rams fpeed notf all is amifs : 
Love is dying, faith'-s defying, 
Heart's denying, caufer of this. 

All my merry iigs are quite forgot, 
All my lady's love is loft (God wot) 
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Where her faith was firmly fix*d in love, 
Xhere a nay is plac'd, without remove. 
' One fiHy crofs wrought all my lofs ; 
O ! frowning fortune, curfed fickle dame 1 
For now I fee inconftancy 
More in women than in men remain^ 

In black mout-n I, all fears fcorn I^ 

Love hath forlorn me living in thrall ; 

Heart is bleeding, all help needing ; 

O ! cruel fpeeding, fraughted with gall ! 

My fhepherd's pipe can found no deal 

My weather's bell rings doleful knell ; 

My curtail dog, that wont to have play'd^ 

Plays not at all, but feems afraid, 
with fighs fo deep, procures to weep 
In howling wife, to fee my doleful plight ; 
How fighs refoiind thro' heartlefs ground^ 
Like a thoufand vanquifh'd men in bloody fighti 

Clear wells fpring. not, fweet birds fing not, 
Green plants bring not forth their dye j 
Herds ftand weeping, flocks all fleeping, 
Nymphs black peeping fearfully. 
All our pleafure known to us poor fwains \ 
All our merry meetings on the plains ; 
All our evening fport from us is fled j 
All our love is loftj for love is dead. 

Farewell, fweet love, thy like ne'er was, 

For a fweet content, the caufe of all my woe 5 

Poor Coridon muft live alone, 

Other help for him, I fee, that there is none. 

K 2 
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Wbolefomi Counfel. 

Whcnas thine eye hath chofe the dame. 
And ftall'd the deer that thou fhould'ft ftrHce f 
Let reafon rule things worthy blame. 
As well as fancy (partly all might) 
Take counfel of fome wifer head. 
Neither too young, nor yet unwed. 

And when thou com'ft thy tale to tell^ 
Smooth not thy tongue with filed talk j 
Left fhe fome fubtle pradice fmell : 
A cripple foon can find a halt. 

But plainly fay, thou lov'ft her welly 

And fet her perfon forth to fale. 

What tho* her frowning brows be bent. 

Her cloudy looks will calm ere night ; 

And then too late fhe will repent. 

That thus diffembled her delight ; 
And twice defire, ere it be driy. 
That which with fcorn fhe put away. 

What tho' fhe ftrive to try her ftrength. 
And ban, and brawl, and fay thee nay; 
Her feeble force will yield at length. 
When craft hath taught her thus to fay : 
Had women been fo flrong as men. 
In faith, you had not had it then* 

And to her will frame all thy ways. 
Spare not to fpend, and chiefly there^ 
Where thy defert may merit praife. 
By ringing in thy laay's ear : 
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The ftrongeft cafUe^ tower, and town, 
The golden bullet beats it down. 

Serve always with affured truft. 
And in thy fuit be humble true \ 
Unlefs thy lady prove unjuft, 
Pleafe never thou to chtife a-new. 

When time ihall ferve, be thou not flack 

To proffer, tho' flie put it back. 

• 
The wiles and guiles that women work, 
DifTembled with an outward (hew 
The tricks and toys that in them lurk. 
The cock that treads them (hall not know. 

Have you not heard it faid full oft, 
. A woman's nay doth ftand for nought ? 

Think women ftill to ftrive with men 
Tq fin, and never for to faint : 
There is no heaven (by holy then) 
When time with age mall tnem attaint. 

Were kiiTes all tne joys in bed. 

One woman would another wed. 

But foft enough, too much I fear. 
Left that my miftrefs hear my fong ; 
She will not ftick to round me on th' car. 
To teach my tongue to be fo long. 

Yet will flie blufli, here be it faid, 

To hear her fecrets fo bewraid. 

Sat Fuijfe. 

Sin of felfJove poffeffeth all mine eye. 
And all niy foul, and all my every partj 
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And for this fin there- is no remedy, - 

It is fo grounded inward in my heart* 

Methinks nd face fo gracious is, as mine; 

No fhape fo true, no truth of fuch account \ 

And for myfelf mine own worth do define. 

As I all other in all worths furmount. ' 

But when my glafs fbews me myfelf indeed. 

Seated and chopp'd with tann'd antiquity ; 

Mine own felf-love quite contrary I read. 

Self, fo felf-loving, were iniquity : 

'Tis thee (my felf ) that for myfelf I praife^ 
Painting my age with beauty of thy days. 

A Living Monument. 

Not marbte, nor the gilded monument i ' 

Of princes, fhall out-live this powerful rhyme f 
Put you fhall fliine more bright in thefe contents^ 
Than unfwept ftone befmear'd with ftuttifli time. ^ 
When wafteful war ftiall ftatues overturn. 
And broils root out the work of mafonry ; 
Nor Mars*^ fword, nor wa^'s quick fire Ihall burn 
The living record of your memory. 
^Gainft death, and all oblivious enmity. 
Shall you pace forth ; your praife fhall ftill find room. 
Even in the eyes of ail potter ity. 
That wear this world out to the ending doom* 
So till the judgment, that yourfelf arife, 
You live in this, and dwell in lovers eyes, 

Familiarity breeds Centempt. 

So am I as the rich, whofe bleffed key 

Can bring hin^ to his fweet up-locked treafi^re^ 
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The which' he will not every hour furvey. 
For blunting the fine point oi feldom pleafure^ 
Therefore are feafts fo folema an4 io rare ; 
Since feldom coming, in the loag year fet, 

. Like ftones of worth they thinly placed are. 
Or captain jewels in the carconet. 
So is the time that keeps you, as my chefl, 

' Or as the wardrobe, which the robe doth hide. 
To make fome fpecial inftant fpecial bleft, 
By new unfolding his imprifon'd pride, 

BJeiTed are you, whofe worthinefs gives fcope. 
Being had to triumph, being lack'd to hope. 

Pattens Armatus. 

Is it thy will, thy image fliould keep open 
My heavy eye-lids to the weary night ? 
Doft thou defire my flumbers fliould be broken. 
While {badows, like to thee, do m9ck4Tiy fight? 
Is it thy fpirit that thou fend'(l from thee. 
Si) far from home, into my deeds to pry ? 
To find^out ibames, and idle hours in me. 
The fcope and tenure of thy jealoufy ? 
O ! no, thy love, tho' much is not fo great j 
It is my love, that keeps mine eye awake ; 
Mine own true love, that doth my reft defeat, 
To play the watchman ever for thy fake. 

For thee watch I, whilft thou doft wake elfewhere. 
From me far off, with others all too near, 

A Valedi£fion, 

No longer mourn for me when I am dead ; 
When you fliall hear the furly fallen bell 

K 4. 
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Give i«rattiif»g tdthe #e)rld, that I am fled 
From this Vtle %rorW, "with vileft worms to ^eH, 
Nay, if you read this liAe remember not 
The hand that writ if; for I love you fo, 
That I in your fwect thoughts wou*d be forgot. 
If thinking on me then, fibouid make you woe« 
O 1 if (I fey) you look upon this vcrfe. 
When 1 (perhaps) compounded am with clay; 
Do not fo much as my poor name rehearfe. 
But let your love even with my life decay : 

Left the wife world fhould look into your moan,^ 
And mock you with me, after I am gone. 

O ! left the world Ihould tafk you, to recite 
What merit liv'd in me, that you ih6uld love ; 
After my death {dear love !) forget me quite^ 
For you in me cah nothing worthy prove : 
Unlefe you would devife fome virtuous lye, 
To do more for me now, than mine own defert. 
And hang more praife upon deceafed I, 
Than niggard truth would willingly impart. 
O ! left your true love may feem falfe in this. 
That you for love fpcak well of me untrue ; 
My name be buried where my body is, 
And live no more to fhame nor me, nor you : 

For I am fliam'd by that whic^h I bring forth ; 

And fo fhould you, to love things nothing worth. 

But be contented, when that fell arreft. 
Without all bail, fhall carry me away j 
My life hath in this line fome intercft, 
Which for memorial ft ill with thee fliall ftay. 
When thou revieweft this, thou doft review 
The vtxY P^ ^** confecr^c to thee ; 
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The earth can have but eautb, which is his due j 
Mjr fprite is thine, the better jyart of me. 
So then thou haft but loft the dregs of life. 
The prey of worms, my body being dead ; 
The coward conqueft of a wretch's knife. 
Too bafe of thee to be rememb'red. 

The worth of that, is that which it contains ; 

And that is this, and this with thee remains. 

Nil Magnis Invidia. 

That thou art blam'd, fball not be thy defeat. 
For flander's mark was ever yet the fair ; 
The ornament of beauty is fufpe<ft I 
A crow that flies in heaven's fweeteft air. 
So thou be good, flander doth but approve 
Their worth the greater, being woo'd of time ; 
For canker vice the fweeteft buds doth love. 
And thou prefent'ft a pure unftained prime. 
Thou haft paft by the ambufli of young days. 
Either not aflail'd, or viftor, being charg'd ; 
Yet this, thy praife cannot be fo thy praife. 
To tie up envy, evermore enlarg'd ; 

If fome fufpecft of ill, mafk not thy fhow. 
Then thou alone kingdoms of hearts fliould'ft owe. 

Love- Sick, 

O how I faint, when I of you do wri^e ! 
Knowing a better fpirit doth ufe your name ; 
And in the praife thereof fpends all his might. 
To make me tongue- ty'd, fpeaking of your fame. 
But fince your worth (wide as the ocean is) 
The humble as the proudeft fail doth bear ; 
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My Gsncy bark (kiferior far to his) 
On your br<wid rtiaitt doth wilfully appear. 
Your flidllo weft help will hold me up a-float, 
Whilft he upon your foundlefs deep doth ride ; 
Or (being Wreck'd) I am a worthlefs boat. 
He of tall building, and of goodly pride. 
Then if he thrive, and I be caft away. 
The worft was this, my love was my decay. 

Or fhall I live your epitaph to make ? 
Or you furvive, when I in earth am rotten ? 
From hence your mefnory death cannot take, 
Altho' in me each part will be forgotten. 
Your name from hence immortal life (hall have, 
Tho' I (once gone) to all the world muft die 5 
The earth can yield me but a common grave. 
When you intombed in mens eyes (hall lie : 
Your monument Ihall be my gentle verfc,. 
Which eyes not yet created {hall o'er-read j 
And tongues to be, your being fhall rehearfe. 
When all the breathers of this world are dead ; 
You ftill ihall live (fuch virtue hath my pen) 
Where breath moft breathes, ev'n in the mouths of 
men. 

The PiSiureof True Love, 

Let me not to the marriage of true minds 

Admit impediments ; love is not love. 

Which alters when it alteration finds. 

Or be;ids with the remover to remove. 

O no ! it is an ever-fixed mark. 

That looks on tempefts, and is never fliaken : 

It is the ftar to every wand'ring bark, 

Whofe worth's unknown, altho' his height be taken, 
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Love's not time's fool, th'o' ripfy Jrips and ched^s 
Within his bending ficjcje's comp^fc qome : 
Love alters not with his brief houjrs and weeks^ 
But bears it out even to the edge of doom. 
If this be error, and upon me proved, 
I never writ, nor no man ever Ipved, 

In Praife of his Lovf. 

I grant thou wert not marry'd to my mufe. 
And therefore may'ft without attaint o'er-look 
The dedicated words which writers ufe 
Of their fair fubjeft, bleffing every book : 
Thou art as fair in knowledge as in hue ; 
Finding thy worth a limit paft my praife ; 
And therefore art inforc'd to feek a-new 
Some frefher ftamp of the time- bettering days : 
And do foJove, yet when they have devis'd 
What ftrained touches rhetorick can lend. 
Thou truly fair, wert truly fympathiz'd, 
In true plain words, by thy true-telling friend. 
And their grofs painting might be better us'd. 
Where cheeks need blood, in thee it is abus'd. 

I never faw that you did painting need. 
And therefore to you fair no painting fet : 
I found (or thought 1 found) you did exceed 
The barren tender of a poet's debt : 
And therefore have I (lept in your report. 
That you yourfelf being extant, well might (how. 
How far a modern quill doth come too (hort^ 
Speaking of worth, what worth in you doth grow. 
This filencc of my fin you did impute, 
"Which fhall be mofl my glory, being dumb ; 
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For I impair not beauty, being mute. 
When others wou'd give life, and bring a tomcb* 
There lives more life in one of )rour fair eyes. 
Than both your poets can in praife devife. 

Who is it, that fays moft, which can fay more 
Than this rich praife, that you alone are you ? 
In whofe confine immured is the ftore. 
Which fhould example where your equal grew. 
Lean penury within that pen doth dwell. 
That to his fubjeft lends not fome fmall glory : 
But he that writes of you, if he can tell 
That you are you, fo dignifies his ftory. 
Let him but copy what in you is writ. 
Not making worfe what nature made fo clear ; 
And fuch a counterpart fhall fame his writ. 
Making him ftill admir'd every where. 

You to your beauteous bleffing add a curfe. 
Being fond of praife, which makes your praifes 
worfe. 

My tongue ty'd mufe in manners holds her ftill. 
While comments of your praife, richly compil'd, 
Referve their charafter with golden quill. 
And precious phrafe by all the mufes fill'd. 
I think good thoughts, whilft others write good words. 
And, like unletter'd clerk, ftill crj Amen 
To every hymn that able fpirit aftords, 
In polifli'd form of well-refined pen. 
Hearing you praifed, I fay 'tis fo, 'tis true. 
And to the moft of praife add fomething more j 
But that is in my thought, whofe love to you 
(Tho* words come hindmoft) holds his ranks before : 

Then others, for the breath of words, refpeft; 

Me fpr my dumb thoughts, fpeaking in effe^. 
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Poms on fivifal Occafians. t^ 

A Refigruoitm^ 

Was it the proud full fail of his great verfe. 
Bound for the prize of (all-too-precious) you. 
That did my ripe thoughts in my brain rehearfe. 
Making their tomb the womb wherein they grew I 
Was it his fpirit, by fpirits taught to write 
Above a mortal pitch, that ftruck me dead ? 
No, neither he nor his compeers by night 
Giving him aid, my verfe aftonifhed. 
He nor that affable familiar ghoft, 
Which nightly gulls him with intelligence. 
As viftors, or my filence cannot boaft ; 
I was not fick of any fear from thence. 

But when your countenance fill'd up his line. 
Then lack'd I matter, that infeebled mine. 

Farewel, thou art too dear for my poffeifing. 
And, like enough, thou know'ft thy eftimate : 
The charter of thy worth gives thee releafingj 
My bonds in thee are all determinate. 
For how do I hold thee, but by thy granting. 
And for that riches, where is my delerving T 
The caufe of this fair gift in me is wanting, 
And fo my patent back again is fwerving. 
Thyfelf thou gav'ft, thy own worth then not knowing. 
Or me, to whom thou gav'ft it, elfe miftaking : 
So thy great gift upon mifprifion growing. 
Comes nome again, on better judgment making. 
Thus have 1 had thee, as a dream doth flatter. 
In fleep a king, but waking, no fuch matter, 

SympathiTAng Lovf^ 

As it fell upon a day. 

In the merry month of May^ 
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Sitting in a pleafant fhade. 

Which a erove of myrtles made, 

Beafts did leap, and birds did fing, 

Trtes did grow, and plants did fpriilg 1 

Every thing did banifli moan, 

Save the nightingale alone j 

She (poor bird \) as all forlorn, 

Lean'd her breaft up-till a thorn. 

And there fung the dolefuirft ditty^ 

That to hear it was great pity : 

Fie, fie^ fie, novv would (he cry ; 

Tereu^ Tereu^ by and by ; 

That to hear her fo complain, 

Scarce L could from tears refrain t 

F6r her griefs fo lovely (howh. 

Made me think upon mine own. 

Ah ! (thought I) thou mourn'ft in vain. 

None takes pity on thy pain : 

Serifelefs trees, they cannot hear thee ; 

Ruthlefs bears, they will not chear thee ; 

King Pandion he is dead ; 

All thy friends are lap*d in lead ; 

All thy fellow-birds do fing, 

Carelefs of thy forrowing : 

Whilft as fickle fortune fmil'd. 

Thou and I were both beguil'd ; 

Every one that flatters thee. 

Is no friend in mifery. 

Words are eafy, like the wind. 

Faithful friends are hard to find : 

Every man will be thy friend, 

Whilft thou haft wherewith to fpend : 

But if ftorc of Crowns be fcant, 

No man will fupply thy want. 
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If that one be prodigal, 
Bountiful they will niiw call i 
And with fuch like flattering. 
Pity but he Was a king. 
If he be addi6t to vice. 
Quickly him they ^^\\\ intice. 
If to women he be bent, 
They have him at commandment. 
But if fortune once do frown. 
Then farewel his great renown : 
They that fawn'd on him before, 
Ufe his company no more. 
He that is thy friend indeed. 
He will help thee in thy need : 
If thou forrow, he will weep ; 
If thou awake, he cannot fleep. 
Thus of every grief in heart. 
He with thee doth bear a part. 
Thefe are certain figns, to know 
Faithful friend from flattering foe. 

A Requefl to his Scornful Love, 

When thou fhalt be difpos'd to fet me light, 

And plac? my merit in the eye of fcorn. 

Upon thy fide, againlt thyfelf I'll fight. 

And prove thee virtuous, tho' thou art forfworn- 

With mine own weaknefs being beft acquainted. 

Upon thy part I can fet down a ftory 

Of faults concealed, wherein I am attainted : 

That thou in lofing me (halt win much glory ; 

And I by this will be a gainer too. 

For bending all my loving thoughts on thee; 

The injuries that to myfelf I do, 

Poing thee Vantage, double Vantage me. 
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Such is my love, ta thee I fo bdong, 

That for thy right, aiyfclf will bear all wrong* 

Say that thou didft'forfake me for fomefault^ 
And I will comment upon that offence ; 
Speak of my lametiefs, and I ^ait will halt ; 
Agaiitt thv reafons making no defence. ' : 

Thou canfifnot (iovc) difgrace me half fo ill. 
To fet a form upon defired change. 
As I'll myfelf difgrace ; knowing thy will, 
I will acquaintance ftrangie, and look ftrange j 
Be abferlt from thy walks, and on my tongue ^ 
Thy fweet beloved name no more fhall dwell. 
Left I (too much profane) fhould do it wrong. 
And haply of our old acquaintance tell. 

For thee, againft myfelf, Til vow debate ; 

For I muft ne're love him, whom thou doA hate; 

Then hate me when thou wilt; if ever, now. 

Now while the world is bent my deed^ to crofs, 

Join with the fpite of fortune, make me bow. 

And do not drop in for an after lofs: 

Ah ! do not, when my heart hath'fbap'd this forrow. 

Come in the rcreward of a conquered woe ! 

Give not a windy night a rainy morrow. 

To linger out a purposed overthrow. 

If thou wilt leave me, do not leave me laft, 

When other petty griefs have ddne their fpite j 

But in the onfet come, fo fhall I tafte 

At firft the very worft of fortune's might. 

And other ffrains of woe, which now feem woe, 
Compar'd with lofs of thee, wUl ndt feem fo. 

Some glory in their birth, fome to their flcill. 
Some in their wealth, fome in their bodies force. 
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Some in their garments, tho' new-fanj^d ill 5 
Some in their hawks and hounds^ fome in their horfe : 
And every humour hath his adjunct pleafure, 
Whw^in it finds a joy above the reft. 
But thefe particulars are not my meafure. 
All thefe I better, ia one general beft. 
Thy love is better than high birth to me. 
Richer than wealth, prouder than garments coft; 
Of more delight than hawks or horfes be: 
And having thee, of all mens pride I boaft. 
Wretched in this alone, that thou may'ft take 
All this away, and me moft wretched make. 

A Lover* 5 AffeBtiony though bis Love prove Unconftant. 

But do thy worft to fteal thyfelf away. 
For term of life thou art affured mine ; 
And life no longer than my love will ftay. 
For it depends upon that love of thine. 
Then, need I not to fear the worft of wrongs, 
When in the leaft of them my life hath end 5 
I fee a better ftate to me belongs, 
Than that v^hich on my humour doth depend. 
Thou canft not vex me with inconftant mind. 
Since that my life on thy revolt doth lie 5 
Oh ! what a happy title do I find, 
Happy to have thy love, happy to die ! 

^ut what's fa blefTed fair, that fears no blot? 

Thou may'ft be falfe,.. and yet I know it not. 

So (hall I live, fuppofing thou art true. 
Like a deceived huiband ; fo love's face 
May ftill feem love to me, tho' alter'd new ; 
Thy looks with mo, thy heart in other place. . 

1^ 
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For tbereb can Jive no hatred in thioe eyCf 
Therefore in tliat I cannot know thy change^ 
In manias looks the falfe heart's hifiory 
Is writ in moods and frowns^ and wrinkles ftrangc: 
But heaven in thy creation did decree. 
That in thy face fweet love fliould ever dwell ; 
Whatever thy thoughts, or thy heart's workings be, 
Thy looks mall nothing thence but fweetnefe tell. 
How like Eve^s apple doth, thy beauty grow. 
If thy fweet virtue anfwer not thy (how ! 

They that have power to hurt, and yrWl do none. 
That do not do the thing they muft do, fhow ; 
Who moving others, are themfel ves as iftone 
Unmoved, cold and to temptation flow : 
They rightly do inherit Heaven's graces. 
And hufband nature's riches from expence; 
They are the lords and owners of their faces, 
Others but ftewards of their excellence. 
The fummer's flower is to the fumaier fweet, 
Tho' to itfelf it only live and die j 
But if that flower with bafe infe£lion meet. 
The bafeft weed out-braves his dignity : 

For fweetefl: things turn foureft by their deedsj 
Lilies, that fefter, fmell far worfe than Wi^d$* 

How fweet and lovely doft thou m^ke the fhame. 
Which, lik€ a canker in the fragrant rofe. 
Doth /pot the beauty of thy buddine name ? 
Oh ! in what fweets doft thou thy fins inclofe ! 
That tongue that tells the ftory of thy days, 
(Making J afcivious comments on thy fport) 
Cannot difpraife, but in a kind of praife j 
Naming thy nanae, bleifcs an ill report. . s 
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Oh ! what a raanfion have thofe vices got, 
Whidi for they* habitation chufe out thee : 
Where beauty's veil doth cover every blot. 
And all things turn to fair that eyes can fee ! 
Take heed, dear heart, of this large privilege. 
The hardeft knife, ill us'd, doth lofe his edge. 

Complaint for his Lover* s Abfince, 

How lijce a winter hath my ab fence been 
Ffom thee, the pleafure of the fleeting year ! 
What freezings have I felt, wh&t dark d^ys ften ? 
What old December's barrennefs every where? 
And yet this time remov'd was fumnier's time j 
The teeming autumn big with rich increafe. 
Bearing the wanton burden of the prime. 
Like widow'd wombs after their lord's deqeafe. 
Yet this abundant iffue fecm'd to me. 
But hope of orphans and un-father'd fruit ; 
For fummer and his pleafures wait on thee. 
And thou away, the very birds are mute : 
Or if they nng, 'tis with fo dull a chear. 
That leaves look pale, dreading the winter's near. 

From.you Jiave I been abfent in the fpring. 

When proud py'd Jpril (dre^ft in all his trim) 

Hath put a fpirit of youth in every thing, 

Thit heavy Saturn laugh'd and leapM with him. 

Yet not the lays of birds, nor the fweet fmell 

Of dififcrent flowers in odour and in hue, 

Cou'd make me any fummer's ftory tell ; 

Or from their proud lap pluck them where they grew. 

Nor did I wonder at the lilies white. 

Not praife the deep vermillion in the rofe ; 

L 2 
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They were but fweet, but figures of delight^ 
Drawn after you, you pattern of all thofe. 
Yet feeni'd it winter ftill, and you away. 
As with your fhadow I with thefe did play. 

The forward violet thus did I chide; 

Sweet thief ! whence didft thou fteal thy fweet that 

fmells. 
If not from my love's breath ? the purple pride. 
Which on thy foft cheek for complexion dwells. 
In my love's veins thou haft too grolly dy'd : 
The lily I condemned for thy hand. 
And buds of marjoram had ftol'n thy hair; 
The rofes fearfully on thorns did ftand. 
One blufhing fliame, another white defpair; , | 
A third nor red, nor white, had ftol'n of ,both, ^ 
And to his robb'ry had annex'd thy breath ; 
But for his theft, in pride of all his growth, 
A vengeful canker eat him up to death. 
More flowers I noted, yet I none could fee. 
But fweet or colour it had ftol'n from thee. 

Jn Invocation to hi/ Mufe. 

Where art thou mufe, that thou forget'ft fo long , 
To fpeak of that which gives thee all thy might? 
Spend'ft thou thy fury on fome worthlefs fong. 
Darkening thy power to lend bafc fubjefts light? 
Return, forgetful mufe, and ftrait redeem. 
In gentle numbers, time fo idly fpent ^ 
Sing to the ear that doth thy lays efteem, ^ 
And give thy pen both flcill and argument. 
Rife, refty mufe, my love's fweet face furvey. 
If time hath any wrinkle graven there \ 
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If any, be zfatire to decay, , 

Artd make time's fpoils defpi fed ev^ry where. 
Give rtiy love fame, fafter than time Mraftes life, 
So thou prevent'ft his fcithe, and crooked knife. 

Oh ! truant mufe ! whall fhall be thy amends. 
For thy negleft of tri^th in beauty dy'd ? 
But truth and beauty on my love depends : 
So doft thou too, and therein dignifv'd. ' 
Make anfwer, mufe, wilt thou not naply fay, 
Truth needs no colour with his colour fix'd ; 
Beauty no pencil, beauty's truth to lay; 
But beft is beft, if never intermixed. 
Becaufe he needs no praife, wilt thou be dumb ? 
Excufe no filence fo, for't lies in thee 
To make her much out-live a gilded tomb. 
And to be prais'd of ages yiet to be. 

Then do thy office, mufe, I teach thee how 
To make her feem long-hence, as fhe (hows now. 

' \ Conjlant Jffe^lon* 

To me, fair love, you never can be old ; 
For as you were when firft your eye I ey'd. 
Such feems your beauty ftill. Three winters cold 
Have from the foreft (hook three fummers pride ; 
Three beauteous (brings to yellow Autumn turn'd. 
In procefs of the (eafons, have I feen ; 
Three Jpril perfumes in three hot Jun^s bum'd. 
Since firft I (aw you, fre(h, which yet are green. 
Ah ! yet doth beauty like a dial-hand. 
Steal from his figure, and no place perceiv'd ; 
So your fweet hue, which, methinks, ftill does ftand. 
Hath motion, and mine eve may be deceived. 

L 3 
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For fear of which-, bear this, thou age unbred. 
Ere you was born^ was beauty's fummer dead* 

Let not my love be call'd idolatry, 

Nor my beloved as an idol (how \ 

Since all alike my fbngs and praifes be 

To one, of one, ftill luch, and ever fo; 

Kind is my love to day, to-morrow kind» 

Still conftant in a wond'rous excellence ; 

Therefore riiy verfe to conftancy confin'd, 

One thing exprefling, leaves out difference. 

Fair, kind, and true, is all my argument ; 

Fairi kind, and true, varying to other words ; 

And in this change is my invention fpent ; 

Three themes in one, which wond'rous fcope affbrds^ 
Fair, kind, and true, have often liv'd alone : 
Which three, till now, havo never fate in one. 

tVhen in the chronicle of waffed time, 
I fee defcriptions of the faireft wights, 
And beauty making beautiful old rhime. 
In praife of ladies dead, and lovely knights; 
Then in the blazon of fweet beauty's beft. 
Of hand, of foot, of lip, of eye^ of brow, 
I fee their antic pen would have exprefs'd 
Even fuch a beauty as you matter now. 
So all their praifes are but prophecies 
Of this our time, all you prefiguring; 
And, for they look'd but with divining eyes. 
They had not ftill enough your worth to fing : 
For we who now behold thefe prefent days, 
JJaye eyes %o wonder, but lacjc tongues to praife. 
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Amazement. 

My love is ffrength'ned, tho' more weak in feem- 

I love not lefs, tho' lefs the (how appear : 

That Ipve is merchandiz'd, whofe rich efteeming^ 

The owner's tongue doth publifh every where. 

Our love was new, and then but in the fprrng, 

When I was wont to greet it in my lays ; 

As Philomel in rummer's front doth ling. 

And ilops his pipe in growth of riper days. 

Not that the fummer is lefs pleafant now, 

Than when her mournful hymns did hufli the 

night; 
But that wiW mufick burdens every bough. 
And fwcets grown common, k)fe their dear delight. 
Therefore like her I fometime hold my tongue, 
Becaufe I would not dull you with my fong. 

Alack ! what poverty my mufe brings forth ! 
That having fuch a fcope to fliow her pride. 
The argument all bare, is of more worth. 
Than when it hath my added praife befide. 
Oh I blame me not, if I no more can write ! 
Look in your glafs, and there appears a face. 
That overgoes my blunt invention quite. 
Dulling my lines, and doing me difgrace. 
Were it not finful then, ftriving to mend. 
To marr the fubjeil that before was well ? 
For to no other pafs my verfes tend. 
Than of your graces, and your gifts to tell ; 

And more, much more, than in my verfe can fit. 
Your own glafs fhowsyou, when you look in it. 

L 4 
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A Lover* s Extuft^Jm^isrlong Ahfence^ 

Oh! ne¥6r!i6jD that 1 11838. falfc of heart, 
Tho' abre{»ce.^cia'd my flame to qualify ^ 
As eafy might ll if cunmyfelf depart, 
h%\ixsmL my. foul MrJakb iii my breaft doth lie« 
Tfeaij j« any bcime>of ilovc ; if I have rang'd. 
Like him tbatitr^vels, I return ag^in 
Juft to the. time, not with the time exchanged f ' 
So that myfelf briog water for my ftaip. 
Never believe, tho' in my nature reign'd 
All frailties, that bcfiege all kinds of blood>. 
That it could fo prepofteroufly be ftain^d,. 
To leave for nothing all thy iiim of good : 
For nothing this wide univerfe I qall. 
Save thou, my rofe^ in it thou art n^y all, .,, 

Alas f 'tis true, I have gone here and there ;^ 

And made myfelf a motly to thy view ; 

Gor'd mine own thoughts, fold cheap wliat ismoft 

dear; 
Made old offences of affe^ions neWf 
Moft true it is, that I have look'd on tnjth 
Afkance and ftr^gely : but by all above, / 

Thefe blenches gave pfiy heart another youtby 
And worft affays prov'd thee my be(l: of love. 
Now all is done, haye what fhall have no epd, 
Mine appetite I never more will grind . 
On newer proof, to try an plder friend, 
A god in love, to whqm I am confin'd. 

Then gtHle jne welcome, next my heayen the bcft, 
Even to thy pure and moft moft loving b^eaft, 
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:■■■■-■-■■'-. \ Jyt' Cmf(ldi»tf^>\ i-'-^--L : 

Oh! for my fake do you witb fortiin© diida > 
The guilty god defs of my hamilefe^deedsi 
That did not bettsrfor my iife^i|»oivJdfty 3 
Than publlcic meanswhich pdUJck mah^ecs^nreeds. 
Thence jcomes it, that my naiiid rewei^s a' brand. 
And almoft thrice my nature ji fubdi/d i ■ 
To what it works in, like the dyer's hand* 
Pity me then, and wifli I were rcnew'd; 
Whilft like a willing patient I will drink 
Potions pF cyfel *gainft my ftrong infe£tion^ 
. No bitternefs, that I will bitter think. 
Nor double penance to corre*^ corre6tion. 
Pity me then, dear friend, and I affureye. 
E'en ihat your pity is enough to cure me. 

You r Iqvc and pity doth th' i mpreflion fill , 
Which vulgar fcandal ftamp'd upoi> my brqw; 
Par what dare I who calls qie well or ill, 
So you o'er-fkreen my bad, my good allow ? 
You are my all, the world and I muft ftrive. 
To know my fhames and praifes from your tongue j 
None elfe to me, nor I to none alive. 
That my fteel'd fenfe or changes right or wrong. 
In fo profound abyfme I throw all care 
Of otbers voices, that my adder's fenfe 
To critick aiKl to fliatterer flopped are : 
Mark how with my negleS I do difpenfe. 
You are fo ilrongly in mypurpofe bred, 
'Tbfit all the vy^orld befides me thinks Ftn dead.- 
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Self'Flanety of her Beauty. 

Since I left you mine eye is in my mincJ> 
And that which governs mt to go about. 
Doth part his funftion, and is partty blind ; 
Secnis feeing, but efFeftually is out.* 
For it no form delivers, to the heart 
Of birds, or flower, or fhape, which it doth lack; 
Of his quick objefts hath the mind no part. 
Nor his own vinon holds what it doth catch : 
For if it fee the rud'ft or gentleft fight, 
The moft fweet favour or deformedft creature. 
The mountain or the fea, the day or night. 
The crow or dove, it fhapes them to your feature: 
Incapable of more, replete with you. 
My moft true mind thus maketh mine untrue. 

Or whether doth my mind, being crown'd with you. 
Drink up the monarch's plague, this flattery ? 
Or whether (hall I fay mine eye faith true. 
And that your love taught it this alchymy ? 
To make Qf monfters, and things indigeft. 
Such cherubims as your fweet felf refcmble j 
Creating every bad a perfeft beft. 
As faft as objefts to his beams affemble ? 
Oh ! 'tis the firft, 'tis flatt'ry in my feeing, 
And my great mind moft kindly drinks it up ; 
Mine eye well knows what with his guft is 'greeing, 
And to his palate doth prepare the cup. 
If it be poifori'd, 'tis the leflTer fin. 
That mine eye loves it, and doth firft begin. 

Thofe lines, that I before have writ, do lye. 
E'en thofe that faid I could not love you dearer : 
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Yet tBcn my judgment knew no reafom why. 
My moft full flame Ihould afterwards burn clearer. 
But recVning time, whofe million accidents 
Creep in 'twixt voWSj and change decrees of kings^ 
Can facred beauty, blunt the fharp'ft intents. 
Divert ftrong minds to th' courfe of alt'ring things : 
Alas ! why fearing of time's tyranny. 
Might I hot then fay, now I love you beft, ' 

When I was certain o'er incertainty, . 
Crowning the prefent, doubting of the reft ? 
Love is a babe, then might I not fay fo. 
To give full growth to that which ftill doth grow? 

A Trial of Lovt's Conjiancy. 

Accufe me thus ; that I have fcanted all. 
Wherein I fhould your great deferts repay, 
JForgot upon vour deareft love to call. 
Whereto all ootids do tie itie day by day ; 
That I have frequent been with unknown minds, 
And given to time jrour own dear purchas'd right ; 
That I have hoifted foils to all the winds. 
Which fliould tranfport me fartheft from your fight. 
Book both my wilfulnefs and ertor down. 
And on juft proof furmife, a:ccUmulate ; 
Bring me within the level of your^ frown. 
But moot not aft tire in your wakened hate : 
Since my appeal fays, I did ftrive to prove 
The conftancy and virtue of your love. 

Like as you make your appetite^ mote keen. 
With eager cotnpounds we our palate urge ; 
As to prevent our maladies uhfefen, 
W« ficken, to £hun ficknefs, wheii we purge : 
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Even fo bcingfttllof yousr near cloying fwcetnefs, 
Tp bitteniauces did I /rartie my feediiig J 
Ami ftck of wdf^re^ found a kind of meekneis, 
To be difeas'd ere that there was true needing. 
Thus policy in love, tw anticipate 
TTbe ilk tbin were not^ /grew to faults affured. 
And brou^t to medicine a healthful ftate. 
Which rank of . goodnefs would by ijl be cured. 
But thence I learn, and find the leflbn true. 
Drugs poifon him that fo fell fick of you. 

What potions have I drunk of Siren tears, 

Diftiird from limbecks foul as hell within ? 

Applying fe^rs to hopes, and hopes to fears ,; 

Still lofing when I faw myfelf to win. 

What wretched errors bath my heart committed, 

Whilft it hath thought itfelf fo blefled never ? 

How have mine eyes out of their fpheres been fitted, 

In the diftraiSlion of this madding fever? / 

Oh ! benefit of ill ! now I find true. 

That better is by evil ftill made better ; 

And ruin'd love, when it is built anew. 

Grows fairer than at firft, more ftrong, far greater. 

So I return rebuke to my content. 

And gain by ills thrice more than I h^ve fpent. 

jt good ConflruSIion of his Lovif XJnkindnefs* 

That you were once unkind befriends me now \ 
And for that borrow, which I then did feel. 
Needs muft I under my tranfgreffion bow, 
Unlefs my nerves were brafs or hammer'd ft^^l^ ;. 
For if you were by my unkindnefs (haken. 
As I by yours, y' have pafs'd a hell of time j * ,' 
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Aiid I a tyrant have na lei fare takenS, r > w , 
To weigh howonre Ifufffer'd in your crime; ^ ^^ ^ 
Oh I that our night of Voe might have renieDil>ircA 
My dcepeft fenfe, how hard true forrow hits^ ' - i 
And foon to you, as you to me then tendered ''^ 

The humble falve, which wounded bofoms fits } 
But that your trefpafs now becomes a fce^ 
Mine ranfoms yours, and yours mi;»ft ranfom me. 

Error in Opinion, 

■Tis better to be vile than vile efteem'd, '■ ■■ 
When not to bej receives reproach of being; * 
And the juft pleafure loft, which is fo deemed. 
Not by our feeling, but by others feeing. 
For why fhould others falfe adulterate eyes 
Give falutation to my fportive blood ? 
Or on my frailties, why arc frailer fpies ; 
Which in their wills count bad what I think good ? 
No, I am that I am, and they that level » 

At my abufes, reckon up their own ; 
I may be ftreighr, tho' they themfelves be bevel 5 
By their rank thoughts my deeds muft hot be (hown j 
Unlefs this general evil they maintain, 
A\\ men are bad, and in their badnefs reign.' 

Upon the Receipt of a Table-Bdok from his Mijirefs. 

Thy gift, thy tables, are within my brain, ' ' 
Full charafter'd With a lafting memory. 
Which (hail above that idle rank remain. 
Beyond all date, even to eternity; 
Or at the leaft, fo long as brain and bear) 
Have faculty by nature to fubfift ; 
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Till each to raz'd oblivion yield bis part 
Of th^9 tby recosd never can be mifl. 
That poor retention could not fo much hold. 
Nor need I tallies thy dear love to fcore ; 
Therefore to give them from me^ was \ bold 
To triift tboie tfibles that receive thee more : 

To keep an adjunA to remember thee. 

Were to import forgetfulnefs in me. 

A Vow. 

No, Time \ thou ibalt not boaft ibat I do change. 

Thy pyramids built up v^ith newer might. 

To me are nothing noveL nothing ftrange ; 

They are but dreffings or a former fight. 

Our dates are brief, and therefore we admire 

What thou doft foiA upon us that h old ; 

And rather make them born to our deiiie. 

Than think that we before have beard them told» 

Thy regifters and thee 1 both defy. 

Not wondering at the prefent nor the paft ; 

For thy records, and what we fee doth lye. 

Made more or lefs by thy continual hafte. 

This I do vow, and this fhall ever be ; 

I 'Will be true, defpite thy fcythe anflthee. 

L^V4^i Safety. 

If my deiK" love were b^t the child of ftate,. 
It might for fortune's baftard be un-father'd ^ 
As fubje0 to title's love, or to time's hafie. 
Weeds among weeds, or flowers with flowers gather 'dt 
No, it was builded far from accident^ 
It fufFcrs not in fipiling pomp, nor falls 
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Under the blow of thralled difcontent, 

\Vhereto th' inviting time our fafhion calls : 

It fears not policy, that heretick. 

Which works on leafes of fhort numher'd hours^ 

But all alone, ftands hugely politick. 

That it nor grows with heat, nor drowns with fhoweri. 
To this 1 witnefs call the fools of time. 
Which die for goodnefs, who have liv'd for cripie* 

An Intreaty for her Acceptance* 

Where it ought to be, I bore the canopy. 
With my extern the outward honouring j ' 
Or laid great bafcs for eternity. 
Which prove more fhort than wafte or ruining. 
Have I not feen dwellers on form and favour, 
Lofe all, and more, by paying too much rent 
For compound fweet, foregoing fimpJe favour ? 
Pitiful thrivers in their gazing fpent. 
No, let me be obfequious in thy heart. 
And take thou my oblation poor but free. 
Which is not mix'd with feconds, knows no art. 
But mutual render, only me for thee. 
Hence thou fuborn'd informer ! a true foul. 
When moft impe^ch'd, ftands leaft in thy controul. 

TJfun her playing m the Virginals. ^ 

How oft when thou thy mufick, mufick- play'ft, - 
Upon that blelTcd wood, whofe motion founds 
With thy fweet fingers, when thou geotly fway'ft 
The witty concord that mine ear confounds ^ 
Do I envy thofe jacks that nimble leap. 
To kifs the tender, in^vard of thy , hand. 
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Whilft my poor lips, which fliould that harveft rcap^ 
At the wood's boldnefs, by thee blufhing ftand. 
To be fo tickled they would change their ftate^ 
And fituation with thofe dancing chips. 
O'er whom their fingers walk with gentle eait. 
Making dead wood more bleft than living Tips, 
Since faucy jacks fo happy are in this, 
Give them thy fingers, me thy lips to kifs. 

Immoderate Lujl. 

Th' expence of fpirit in a wafte of fhame. 
Is luft in a^ion ; and till a£tion, luft 
Is perjur'd, murd'rous, bloody, full of blame. 
Savage, extreme, rude, cruel, nottotruft; 
Enjoj^d no fooner, but defpifed ftreight, 
I'aft reafon hunted, and no fooner had, 
Paft reafon hated as a fwallow'd bait. 
On purpofe laid to make the taker mad. 
Made in purfuit and in poffefiion fo. 
Had, having, and in queft, to have extreme^ 
A blifs in proof, and proud, and very woe; 
Before, a joy propos'd ; behind, a dream. 

All this the world well knows, yet none knows well 
'Jo fhun the heaven that leads men to this hell. 

In prmfe of her beauty^ though black. 

In the old age black was not counted fair. 
Or if it were, it bore not berfiity's name : 
But now is black beauty's fucceffive heir. 
And beauty flander'd with a baftard fhame : 
For fince each hand hath put on nature's power. 
Fairing the foul with art's falfe borrow'd face. 
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* S^et' b^e^ity hutli rt6 ha!me, ';hoTioF^ H6w6r,' ' 
But is prolan'd 5 if h^jKv^s I'n^ifgfatfe. / " 
Therefore my miftrefe' eyes arie raveii blacfc. 
Her eyes foiuited, and tney mourners Teem, • 
At fuch who not born fair, no bfeauty lack," ' , ; 
Slandering creation with a falfc efteem : ; ' 

Yet (o they mourn, becoming of their wo6^. 

That every tongue fays beauty fllould look (b; 

My miftrefs' eyes are nothing like the fun. 
Coral is far more red than her lips red; 
If fnow be white, why theH Tier breaffts are dtin ; 
If hairs be wifes, black wires grow on tier hi6ad. : 
I have fte'il rofes, damafk, red, and white j 
But no fuc^h rofes fee I in her checks : 
And in fome perfumes there is more delight. 
Than in the breath that from my miftreS reeks. 
I love to hear her fpeak, yet Well I know. 
That mufick hath a far more pleafing found : 
I grant I never faW a goddefs go ; 
My mrftrefs, when (he walks, treads on the ground : 
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare , 
As any flie, bely^d with falfe compare. 

Thou art tyrannous, fo thou art, 
As thofe whofe beauties proudly make th^m cruel : 
For well thou know'ft to my dear doating heart. 
Thou art the faireft, and moft precious j^\yeU 
Yet in good faith fome fay that thee behold. 
Thy face hath not the power to make love groan j 
To fay they err, I dare not be fo boldi 
Altho' I fwear it to niyfelf alone. 
And to be fure that is not falfe I fwear; 
A tholifand groans, but thinking on thy face^ 

M 
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One on another's neck do witneft bear : 
Thy black is fakeft in niy judgment's place* 
In nothing art thou black, lave in thy deeds. 
And thence this .flander, a» I think^ proceeds. 

Thine eyes I love, and they as pitying^ me. 
Knowing thy heart torments me with diidatn, 
Have put on^ black, and loving mourners be. 
Looking with pretty ruth upon my pain. 
And truly not the morning^fun of heaven 
Better becomes the grey cheeks ai the eaft ; 
Nor that full ftar that ufhers in the eveuy 
Doth half that glor)r to the fober weft. 
As thofe two mourning eyes become thy fooe : « 
Oh ! let it then as well befecm thy heart 
To mourn for me, fince mourning doth thee;g!r&ce, 
And fute thy pity like in every part. 

Then will I fwear beauty herfelf is black. 
And all they foul that thy comple£tion lack. 

Unkind Ahirfi. 

Beflirew that heart that makes my heart to groan, 

For that deep wound it gives my friend and me j 

Is't not enough to torture me alone. 

But flave to flavery my fweeteft friend muft he i ' 

Me from myfelf thy cruel eye hath taken. 

And my next felf thou harder haft engrofs'd ; : 

Of him^ myfelf, and thee I am forfeken, 

A torment thrice three-fold thus to be crofs'd. / 

Prifon my heart in thy fteel bofom's ward. 

But then my friend's heart let my poor heart batl^ 

Whoe'er keeps me, let my heart be his guard^ 

Thoucanft pot then ufe rigour in myJaiU 
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And yet thoti wilt^for:! bring pent mihee, 
Perforce 4nri thiae^ and mil ;thatm in me^ 

So now i hay? confeft that he i« thine, - ^ 

And I myfelf am mortgag'd to thy will j 

Myfelf 11} forfeit,: fo that other miiftei 

Thou wilt reftore to me^ mytX)mfort ftill. ^ ^ ^ ' 

But thou wijt not^ nor he will not be free^ 

For thou art covetous, and he is kind ; 

He learn'd, but furety-like to write for me, ■ ' 

Under thiat bond that him as faft doth bind^ 

The ftatute of thy beauty thou wilt take. 

Thou ufurer, that put'ft forth all to ufe ; - 

And fv^ a friend, came debtor for my fake^ 

So him I lofethro' my unkind abufe. 

tiimliave I loft, thou haft both him and me ; 

He pays the whole, and yet I am not free. 

Love-Suit i. 

Whoever hath her wifli, thou haft thy IVillj 
And Will to boot, and TVill in overplus ; 
More than enough am I that vex thee ftill, 
To thy fweet will making addition thus. 
Wilt thou, whofe will is large and fpacious, 
Not once vouchfafe to hide my will in thine ? 
Shall will in others feem right gracious^ 
And in my will no fair acceptance fhine? 
The fea all water, yet receives rain ftill, 
And in abundance addeth to his ftore; 
So thou being rich in JVill^ add to thy Will 
One will of mine, to make thy large Will moi?e, 
Letlio unkind, no fair befeechers kill. 
Think all hut one, and me in that otic Wii/^ 

M 2 
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If thy foul check the6 that 1 cotne fo near. 
Swear to thy blind foul that I was thy JViili 
And will, thy foul knows, is admitted there ; 
Thus far for love, my love-fuit fweet fulfil. 
Will will fulfil the treafure of thy love, 
I fill it full with wills, and my will one : 
In things of great receipt with eafe we prove. 
Among a number one is reckoned none. 
Then in the number let mc pafs untold, 
Tho' in thy ftore's account I one miift be : 
For nothing hold me, fo it pleafe thee hold 
That nothing me, a fomething fweet to thee. 
-Make but my name thy love, and love that ftill. 
And then thou lov'ft me, for my name is JVtlL 

His Heart wounded by her Eye. 

Thou blind fool, love, what doft thou to mine eyes, 
That they behold, and fee not what they fee f 
They know what beauty is, fee where it lies ; 
Yet what the beft is, take the worft to be. 
If eyes corrupt by over-partial looks. 
Be anchor'd in the bay where all men ride ; 
Why of eyes fallhood haft thou forged hooks. 
Whereto the judgment of my heart is ty'd ? 
Why fhould my heart think that a feveral plot. 
Which my heart knows the wide world's commoh 
Or mine eyes feeing this, fay this is not [place ? 

To put fair truth upon fo foul a face ; 

In things right true my heart and eyes have err'd. 
And to this falfe plague are they now transferred. 

O ! call not me to juftify the wrong, 
That thy unkindncfs lays upon my heart j 
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WoMnd me not with thine eye, but with thy tongue ; 
Ufe power with power, ana flay tne not by art : 
Tell me thou lov'ft elfewhere ; but in my fight. 
Dear heart forbear to glance thine eye afide ; 
What need'fl: thou wound with cunning, when thy 
Is more th^n my o'er-preft defence can bide ? [might 
Let me excufe thee ; ah ! nf^y love well knows. 
Her pretty looks have been my enemies. 
And therefore from my face fhe turns my foes. 
That they elftwhere might dart their injuries. 
Yet do not fo, but fince I am near flain. 
Kill nie out-right with looks, and rid my pain^ 

Be wiie as thou art cruel, do not prefs 
My toogue-ty'd patience with too much difdain: 
Left forrow lend ipe words, and words ejcprefs 
The manner of my pity-wanting pain. 
If I rpight teach thee wit, better it were, 
Tho' npt to love, yet love to tell me fo : 
As tefty ficl^ men, when their deaths be near,^ 
No news but health from their phyficians know. 
For if I fhould defpair, I fhould grow mad. 
And in my madnefs might fpeak ill of thee j 
Now this ill-wrefting world is grown fo bad. 
Mad flaqderers by mad ears believed be. 
That I may not be fo, nor thou bely'd. 
Bear thine eyes ftrait, tho' thy proud heart gowide. 

A Protejtation. 

In faith I do not love thee with mine eyes. 
For they in thee a thoufand errors note ; 
But 'tis my heart that loves what they defpife. 
Who in defpite of view is pleas'd to 4oat. 

M3 
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Nor arc mlne'ekt^ vHtlf't^^^^ 
Nor tejider fctJiWj^ t& bale touches prdfie, 
Nor tafte^ HorYmell defire to be invited 
To any fehfualfeaflr with thee alone : ' ' '[ 

But mjr five wits, hot my five fenfes can 
DiiTu^de 6ne fcofiiH hfeart from ferVing thee j 
Whp leaves linfW^yM the likenefs of a man, ' 
Thy proud heart's flave and vaffal wretch to be : 
Only my plague thus far I count my gain, 
That fhe that makes me fin, rewards my pain. 

Love is my fin, and my dear virtue, hate; 
Hate pf fin, grounded on a finful loving : 
O ! but with mine, compare thou thine owii ftat^^ 
And thou (halt find it merits not reproving : ' ' ; 
Or if it do, not from thofe lips of thine, ^ 

That have profan'd their fcarlet ornaments. 
And feal'd falfe bonds of love as oft as mine, ■ 
Robb'd others beds revenues of their rents. 
Be it lawful, I love thee, as thou lov'ft thofi?. 
Whom thine eyes woo^ as mine importune theej 
Root pity in thy heart, that when it grows. 
Thy pity may deferve to pity-d be. * , 

If thou doft feek to have what thou doft hide, 
By felf-example may^ft thou be deny'd ! 

4n Allufton^ 

\jo\ as a careful houfewife runs to catch 
pne of her feathered creatures broke away'j 
Sets down her babe, and makes all fivift difpatch, 
in pqrfuit of the thing flic would have ftay : 
Whilft her negledtcd child holds her in chace,^ 
Cries to catch her, whofe bufy care 15^ bent *^ ' 
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To follow tlwit wMpk f^^^^ff>^ ^r,&^e; . 

Not prizing her po<?if infect' Sfdiico;;ijteja^ . 

So run*ft thou after that wlricb flies from t^et 

Whilft I thy babe chafe thee jifar behji^d ; 

But if thou catch thy hope> turn oack to ine^ . . 

And play the mother's part, Jcifs.me, Wkind* 
So will I pray, that thou may ?ft feave thy ^i7. 
If thou turn back, and my loud ciying ftill. 

Life and D4atb^ 

Thofe lips that love's own hand did make, 
Breath'd forth the found that faid, I hate, 
T)i? «ije that languifh'd for her fake : 
But when fhe faw my woful ftate. 
Strait in her heart did mercy come ; 
Chiding that tongue, that, ever fweet, 
Was us'd in giving gentle doom. 
And taught it thus a-new to greet : 
I hau^ fhe alter'd with an end 
That followed it, as gentle day 
Doth follow night, who like a fiend. 
From heaven to hell is flown away. 

/ ]W^ from hate away ihe threw. 

And fav'd my life, faying not you. 

A Conjideration of Death. 

Poor foul ! the cenj^er of my finful earth. 
My finful earth thefe rebel |)ower8 that thee array^ 
Why doft thou pine within and fuffer dearth. 
Painting thy outward walls in coftly clay ? 
Why fo large coft, having fo fhort a leafe. 
Doit tbou: upon t^y faijed manfion fpen4 ^ 

M ± 
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Shall worms, inlieirttors of this excefs. 
Eat up thy charge ? Is this thy body's end ? ^ 
Then, foul, live thou upon thy fervant's lofs. 
And let that pine to aggravate thy ftore; 
Buy terms divine in felUng hours of drofs ; 
Within be fed, without l^ rich no niore. 

So ihalt thou feed on death, that feeds on men, 
And death once dead, there's no more dying then. 

Immoderate Pa/Jton. 

My love js as a fever, longing ftiU 
For that which longer nurfeth the difeafe ; 
Feeding on that which doth preferve the ill, 
Th' uncertain fickly appetite to pleafe. 
My reafon, the phyfician to my love, 
Angry that his prefcriptions are not kept. 
Hath left me, and I defperate now approve; 
Defire is death, which phyfick did except. 
Paft cure I am, now reafon is paft cure j 
And frantick mad with evermore unreft. 
My thoughts and my difcourfe as madmens arc,. 
At random from the truth vainly exprefs'd. 

Fori have fworn thee fair, and thought thee bright. 
Who art as black as hell, as dark as night* 

Love's Powerful Subtletjt. 

O me ! what eyes hath love put in my head. 
Which have no correfpondence with true fight ! 
Or if they have, where is my judgment fled. 
That cenAires falily what they f(ee aright ? 
I^ that be fair whereon my falfe eyes doaf. 
What means th^ world to fay it is not fo ? 
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If it be not, thert love ddtli '#dl yetiote. 
Love's eye is n ot fo true k$ alJ nichs . ' No, - 

How can it ? O how can love's ey^ be tine. 
That is fo vexM with watching and with tears ? 
No marvel then, tho' I miftake my view ; 
The fun itfelf fees not, till Heaven clears, 

O ! cunning love! with tears thou kcep^ft me 
blind. 

Left eyes well-feeing thy foul faults fhould find, 

Can'ft thou, O cruel ! fay I love thee not ? 
When I againft myfelf with thee partake ? 
Do I noi think on thee, when I forgot 
All of.myfelf, all tyrant for thy fake? 
Who hateft thou, that I do call my friend I 
On whom frown'ft thou that I do fawn upon ? 
Nay, if thou low'rft on me, do I not fpend 
Revenge upon myfelf with prefent moan ? 
What merit do I in myfelf refpeft. 
That is fo proud thy fervice to defpife ; 
When all my beft doth worihip thy defeft. 
Commanded by the motion of thine eyes ? 

But, love, hate on ; for now I know thy mind, 
Thofe that can fee, thou lov'ft j and I am blind* 

Oh ! from what power haft thou this powerful might. 

With infufficiency my heart to fway ; 

To make me give the lye to my true fight. 

And fwearthat brightnefs doth not grace the day ? 

Whence haft thou this becoming of things ill. 

That in the very refufe of thy deeds. 

There is fuch ftrength and warrantife of fkill. 

That in my mind thy worft all befts exceeds ? 

Who taught thee how to make me love thee more. 

The more I hear and fee juft caufe of hate ? 
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Oh ! tho' Move what otbrt-s do mbhca-. 
With others- thou fhould^ft not aWior my ftatc. 
If thy unworthinefs rais'd love in me, 
More worthy I to be belovM of thee. 

RiiaUatitn. 

So oft have I invokM thee for my mufp, 
And f6und fwJh fair afliftance in my verfe, 
As every alien pen hath got my ufe. 
And under thee their poefy difpcrfe. 
Thine eyes that taught the dumb on high to fittg. 
And heavy ignorance aloft to fly. 
Have added feathers to the learncd's wdng^ 
And given grace a double majefty : . . i 

Yet be mod proud of that, which I compile^ - ' 
Whofe influence is thine, and born of tbec j . 
In others works thou doft but mend the flile. 
And arts with thy fweet graces graced be t- 
: But thou art all my art, and doft advance,. . 
As high as learning, my rude igfiorance. 

lyhilft I alone did call upon thy aid. 
My vcrfe alone had all thy gentle grace ; 
But now my gracious numbers are decayM, 
And my fick mufe doth give another place, 
i grant, fweet love ! thy lovely argumenf 
Deferves the travail of a worthier pen 5 
Yet what of thee thy poet doth invent. 
He robs thee of, apd pays it thee agen j 
He lends thee virtue, and he ftole that word 
From thy behaviour. Beauty ^loth he give. 
And found it in thy cheek. He can affiard : «^ 
No praift to thee, but what in thee iteh Jive, i 
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Then thank. him not forrtJiftt:fW)hiQh'hje doth fay. 
Since what he owes thee, thou.thyfelf doft. pay, 

Sun-Set^ 

That time of year thou may -ft in me behold. 
When yellow leaves, or none, or few do hang 
Upon tnofe boughs, which fliake againft the cold. 
Bare ruin'd auires, where late the fweet birds f^ng. 
In me thou ieeft the twilights of fuch day, 
As after fun-fet fade^h in the weft 5 
Which bjr and by black night doth t^ke J^way, 
Death's (econd felf that feals up all in reft. 
In me tl^ou fee'ft the glowing of fuch fircj^ 
That on the aflies of his youth doth lie, 
As thp death-bed whereon it muft expire, 
Confum'd with that which it was nourifh'd by* 

*T^ thou perceiy'ft, whiph makes thy love more 
ftrong 

To love that well, which thou muft leave ere long. 

Thy glafs will (hew thee how thy beauties wear : 
Thy dial how thy precious minutes waftej 
The vacant leaves thy mind's imprint will bear. 
And of this bpok this learning may'ft thou tafte. 
The wrinkles, which thy gjafs will truly fliow. 
Of mouthed graves will give the memory : 
Thou by thy dial's (hady ftealth may 'ft know 
Time's thieviflj prpgrefs to eternity^ 
Look what thy memory cannot cpntain. 
Commit to tlrefe wafte blacks, and thou flialt find 
Thofe children nurs'd, deliver'd from thy brain. 
To take a new acquaintance of thy mind. 
Tbdfetijffices, fo oft as thou wilt look. 
Shall profit thee, and much inrich thy book. 
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A Monument to Fame. 

Not mine own fears, nor the prophet! ck foul 
Of the wide world, dreaming on things to come. 
Can yet the leafe of my true love controul, 
SupposM as forfeit to a confin'd doom. 
The mortal moon hath her eclipfe endUr'd, 
And the fad augurs mock their own prefage : 
Incertainties now crown themfelves affur'd. 
And peace proclaims olives of endlefs age. 
Now with the drops of this moft balmy time. 
My love looks frefe, and death to me fubfcribcs ; 
Since fpite of him I'll live in this poor rhime. 
While he infults o'er dull and fpeechlefs tribes. 
And thou in this fhalt find thy monument. 
When tyrants crefts and tombs of brafs are fpent 

What's in the brain, that ink may charadter. 
Which hath nbt figur'd to thee my true fpirit f ' 
What's new to fpeak, what now to regifter. 
That may exprefs my love, or thy dear merit ? 
Nothing, fweet love ! but yet like prayers divine,. ^ 
I muft each day fay o'er the very fame ; 
Counting no old tning old, thou mine, I thine. 
E'en as when firft I hallow'd thy fair name, . 
So that eternal love, in love's frefli cafe. 
Weighs not the duft and injuries of age, 
Nor gives to neceffary wrinkles place. 
But makes antiquity for aye his page : 

Finding the firft conceit of love there bred. 
Where time and outward form would (hew it dead* 

Perjury. 

Love is too young to know what confcienceis. 
Yet who knows not confciencc is horn of love, > - 
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Then gentle cheater urge not my amlfs, 
Left guilty of my faults thy fweeti felf prove. 
For tnou betraying me, I do betray * 
My nobler part to my grofs body's trcafon ; 
My foul doth tell my body that he may 
Triumph in love, flefh ftays no farther reafon : 
But rifing at thy name doth point out thee. 
As his triumphant prize ; proud -of this pride, 
jFIe is contented thy poor drudge to be. 
To ftand in thy affairs, fall by thy fide. 
No want of confciehce hold it, that I call 
Her love, for whofe dear love I rife and fall. 

In loving thee, thou know'ft I am forfworn. 
But thou art twice forfworn to The love fwearing ; 
In a£l thy bed-vow broke, and hew faith torn. 
In vowing new hate after new love bearing. 
But why of two oaths breach do I accufe thee. 
When 1 break twenty ? I am perjur'd moft ; 
For all my vows are oaths but to mifufe thee ; 
And all my honeft faith in thee is loft. 
For I have fwom deep oaths of thy deep kindnefs \ 
Oaths of thy love, thy truth, thy conftancy ; 
And to enlighten thee, gave eyes to blindnefs ; 
Or made them fw6ar againft the thing they fee. 
For I have fworn thee fair ; more perjur'd I, 
To fwear againft the truth fo foul a lye. 

The Tale of Cephalus and Procris* 

Beneath Hymettus* hill, well cloth'd with flowers, 
A holy well her foft fprings gently pours : 
Where ftands a cops, in which the wood-nymphs 

fhrove, 
(No wood) it rather feems a flcnder grove. 
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The humble fl^mbs aii4 bu(faes hide the grafts 

Here lauifqlit rqfemary» here myrtle was : 

H<re gre^r thick box, and tarn'riik, that excels. 

And madf a mere confuiioii o( fwcet iVnella.: 

The trifFoly^ the pine ; and on this heath 

Stands many a plant that feek cold Zephyr*^ breath* 

Here the yowng C^phalus^ tir'd in the chace, 

Us'd his repofe and reft alone t' embrace ; 

And where he fat^ thefe worda he would repeat, 

* Come air, fweet air, come cool my mighty heat ! 

* Come, gentle air^ I never will forfake thee, 

' ril hug thee thus, and in my bofom take thee." 
Some double duteous tell-tale hapt to hear this^ 
And to his jealous wife doth ftraitway bear this; ' 
Which Procra hearing, and withal the jaame 
Of air, fweet air, which he did oft proclaim, : A 
She ftands confounded, and amaz'd with grifil^ . ^ 
By giving this fond tale too found belief. 
And looks, as do the trees by winter nipt. 
Whom froft and cold of fruit and kaves halfrftript. 
She bends like corveil, when too rank it grows. 
Or when the ripe fruits clog the quince-tree boughs. 
But when fhe copies t' herfelf, (he tears r 

Her garments, eyes, her cheeks^ and hairs ; . 
And then fhe ftarts, and to her feet applies her, < 
Then to the wood (ftark wood) in rageibehiesiier. 
Approaching fomewbat near, her fcrvants they 
By her appointment in a valley ftay; 
While fhe alone, with creeping paces, fleals 
To take the ftrumpet, whom her lord conceals. 
What mean'ft thou^ iV«m, in thefe gnotcs to hide 

thee? , - . 

What rage of Jove doth to this naadnefs guide thee ? 
Thou hpp'ft the air he calls,, in all her bravery. 
Will ftrait approach, and thou fhalt fee their knavery. 
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And how again it irks her tafeetbdri^, / • 
For fuch a kiliiiiff fight her h^irt'^^lll tear. 
No tfttce can wim her troabled thoughts difjfjeftfc, 
She woidd not now be there, mn-j^t foe thence; 
Behold the place her jealous, mihi fdret^ls. 
Here do they ufe to meet, arid no MrheJre elfe : 
The grafs is laid, and fee their true irtipreffion, 
Even here they lay ! aye^ here was their t^anfgreffion. 
A body^s print fhe faw, it was his feat. 
Which in^kes her faint heart 'gainft h^r ribs to beat* 
Phcebus the lofty eaftern hill had fcal'd. 
And- all moift vapours from the earth exhal'd. 
Now in his noon-tide point he fhiiieth bright. 
It .was 'the middle hour, 'twixt noon and night. 
Behold young Cephalus draws to the place. 
And with t^ fountain- water fprinks his face. 
Proc^ki$ hid, upon the grafs he lies. 
And come fweet Zephyr^ come fweet air he cries. 
She fees h^r error now from where he ftood. 
Her Mind returvis to her, and her frefh blood ; 
Among the ihrubs and briars fhe moves and rullles, 
Ahd the injurious boughs away fhe juftles. 
Intending, as he lay there to repofe him. 
Nimbly ta run, and in her arms inclofe him. 
He qaickly^ cafts his eye upon the bufli, 
Thinking therein fome favage beaft did ru(h; 
His bow^he bends, and a keen (haft he draws : 
Unhappy man, what doft thou ? ftay, and paufe. 
It is no brute beaft thou would'ft 'reave of life ; 
O !. man unhappy ! thou haft flain thy wife ! 
O heaven^ ibe cries^ O help me ! I am flain ; 
Still doth thy arrow in my wound remain. 
• Y«t tha' by timelcfs fate my bones here lie, 
It^tads me.inofty that I no cuck-quean die. 
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Her breath (thus in the arms (he moft affefled) 
She breathes into the air (before fufpeded) 
The whilft he lifts her bpdy from the ground. 
And with his tears doth waih her bleeding wound. 

CupidV Treachery. 

Cupid laid by his brand, and fell afleep ; 
A maid of Dion's this advantage found. 
And his love-kindling fire did quickly ftcep 
In a cold valley- fountain of that ground ; 
Which borrow'd from his holy fire of love, 
A datelefs lively heat ftill to endure. 
And grew a feething bath, which yet men prove 
Againft ftrange maladies a fovereign cure. 
But at my miftrefs' eyes love's brand new fired. 
The boy for trial needs would touch my breaft ; 
I fick withal the help of bath defired, 
And thither hied a fad diftemper'd guell : 

But found no cure, the bath for my help lies. 
When Cupid got new fire, my miftrefs' eyes. 

The little love-god lying once afleep. 

Laid by his fide his heart in flaming brand, 

Whilfl: many nymphs that vow'd chafte life to keep. 

Came tripping by ; but in her maiden hand. 

The faire votary took up that fire. 

Which many legions of true hearts had warm'd j 

And fo the general of hot defire 

Was fleeping, by a virgin hand difarm'd. 

This brand flie quenched in a cool well by. 

Which from love's fire took heat perpetual. 

Growing a bath and healthful remedy 

For men difeas'd ; but I, my miftrels' thrall. 
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Came there for cure> and this by that I prove. 
Love's fire heats water, water cools not Jove. 

That Menelaus was th^ Caufi of his own Wrongs. 

When Menelaus from his houfe is gone^ 

Poor Helen is afraid to lie alone ; 

And to allay thefe fears (lodg'd in her breaft) 

In her warm bofom (he receives her gueft. 

What HKKlnefs was this, Menelaus^ lay ? 

Thou art abroad, whilft in thy houfe doth ftay, 

Under the felf-famc roof, thy gueft, and love : 

Madman ! unto the hawk thou trulis the dove. 

And who but fuch a gull, would give to keep 

Unto the mountain-wolf, full folds of (heep ? 

Helen is blamelefs, fo is Paris too, 

And did what thou, or I myfelf would do. 

The fault is thine, I tell thee to thy face, 

By limiting thefe lovers, time and place.. 

From thee the feeds of all thy wrongs are grown, 

Whofe counfels have they follow'd but thine own f 

Alack ! what (hould they do ? abroad thou art. 

At home thou leav'ft thy gueft to play thy part. 

To lie. alone, the poor queen is afraid. 

In the next room an amorous ftranger ftaid ; 

Her arms are ope t' embrace him, he falls in : 

And, Parisy I acquit thee of the fin. 

And in another Plate fimewhat refimbling this, 

Orejies liked, but not loved dearly 
Hermione^ till he had loft her clearly. 
Sad Menelaus ! why doft thou lament 
Thy late mifliap ? I prithee be content. 

N 
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Thou know'ft the amorous Helen fair and fwcet | 
And yet without her didft thou fail to Crete. 
And thou waft blithe, and merry all the wayj 
But when thou faw'ft fhe was the Trojan's prey. 
Then waft thou mad for her, and for thy life. 
Thou canft not now one minute want thy wife. 
So ftout Achilles^ when his lovely bride, 
Brifeis, was difpos'd to great Atride^ 
Nor was he vainly mov'd, Jtrides too 
OfFer'd no more, than he of force muft dp. 
I fhpuld have done as much, to fet her free; 
Yet I (Heaven knows) am not fo wife as he. 



Vulcan was Jupiter'i Smithy an excellent TVorkmany 
on whom the Poets father many rare fForhj amoni 
which I find this one. 

Mars and Venus. 

This tale is blaz'd thro' Heaven, how once un'ware, 

Venus and Mars were took in Vulcari% fnare. 

The god of war doth in bis brow difcovcr 

The perfe6t and true pattern of a lover. 

Nor could the goddefs Venus be fo cruel 

To deny Mars (fpft kindnefe is a jewel 

In any woman, and becomes her well) 

In this the queen of love doth moft excel, [flouted 

(Oh Heaven!) how often have they mockt and 

Thefmith'spolt-foot(whilftnothinghemifdoubted.) 

Made jefts of him, and his begrimed trade ; 

And his fmoog^d vifage, black with coal-4uft m^de. 

Mars J tickled with loud laughter, when he faw 

Venus like VuUan limpi to halt and draw 



\ 
\ 
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One foot behind another, with fwect grace. 
To counterfeit his lame uneven pace. 
Their meetings firft the lovers hide with fear 
From every jealous eye, and captious car. 
The god of war, and love's lafcivious dame. 
In publick view were full of bafliful fliame. 
But the Sun fpies how this fweet pair agree, 
(O what, bright Phcebus^ can be hid from thee ?) 
The Sun both fees and blabs the fight forthwith. 
And in all poft he fpeeds to tell the fmith. 
O Sun ! what bad examples doft thou fliow ? 
What thou in fecret fceft, muft all men know ? 
For filence, afk a bribe from her fair treafure ; 
She'll grant thee that fhall make thee fwell with 

pleafure. 
The god, whofe face is fmoog'd with fmoke and 

fire, 
Placeth about their bed a net of wire ; 
So quaintly made, that it deceives the eye. 
Strait (as he feigns) to Lemnos he muft hie. 
The lovers meet, where he the train hath fet. 
And both lie faft catch'd in a wiry net : 
He calls the gods, the lovers naked fprall. 
And cannot rife ; the queen of love fhews all. 
. Mars chafes, and Venus weeps, neither can flinch | 
Grappled they lie, in vain they kick and wince. 
Their legs are one within another ty'd. 
Their hands fo faft, that they can nothing hide. 
Amongft thefe high fpedlators, one bv chance. 
That ^w them naked in this pitfall aance. 
Thus to himfelf faid ; if it tedious be. 
Good gt)d of war, bdlow thy place on me. 

' Na 
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The Hijiory how the MixK)taur was begoti 

Ida of cedars, and tall trees ftands full. 
Where fed the glory of the herd, a bull 
Snow-white, fave 'twixt his horns one fpot there 

grew; 
Save that one ftain, he was of milky hue. 
This fair fteer did the heifers of the groves 
Dfefire to bear, as prince of all the droves. 
But moft Pajiphae^ with adulterous breath. 
Envies the wanton heifers to the death. 
*Tis faid, that for this bull the doating lafs 
Did ufe to crop young boughs, and mow fxefli grafs ; 
Nor was the amorous Cretan queen afeard, 
To grow a kind companion to the herd. 
Thus thro' the champian fhe is madly borne. 
And a wild bull to Minos gives the horn. 
'Tis not for braveiy he can love or loath thee. 
Then why Pafiphae doft thou richly clothe thee ? 
Why fhould'ft thou thus thy face and looks prepare ? 
What mak'ft thoiu with thy glafs ordering thy hair ? 
Unlefs thy glafs could make thee feem a cow ; 
But how can horns grow on that tender brow ? 
If Minos pleafe thee, no adulterer feek thee j 
Or if thy iiufband Minos do not like thee, 
.But thy lafcivious thoughts are ftill incre^s'd. 
Deceive him with a man, not with a beaft. 
Thus by the queen the wild woods are frequented,, 
And leaving the king's bed, fhe is contented 
To ufe the groves, borne by the rage of mind^ 
Even as a fhip with a full eaftern wind. 
Some of thefe ftrumpet heifers the queen flew. 
Her fmoking altars their warm bloods imbrue; 
Whilft by the facrificing prieft (he ftands. 
And gripes their trembling entrails in her hands : 
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At length, the captain of the herd beguiPd 
With a cow's-flcin, by curious art compil'd. 
The longing queen obtains her full defire. 
And in her infant's form bewrays the fire. , 

This Minotaur, when he came to Growth^ was inclosed 
in the Labyrinth^ which was made by the curious 
Arts-majier Dedal us, whofe Tale Ukewife we thus 
purfue. 

When Dedalus the labyrinth had built. 

In which t' include the queen Pajiphae*s guilt. 

And that the time was now expired full, 

T' inclofe the Minotaur^ half man, half bull : 

Kneeling, he fays, Juft Minos end my moans. 

And let my native foil intomb my bones : 

Or lY, dread fovereign, I deferve no grace. 

Look with a piteous eye on my fon's face ; 

And grant me leave, from whence we are exil'd. 

Or pity me, if you deny my child.. 

This, and much more, he fpeaks, but all in vain. 
The king both fon and father will detain : 
Which he perceiving, fays; Now, now, 'tis fit. 
To give the world caufe to admire my wit : 
Both land and fea are watch'd by day and night j 
Nor land nor fea lies open to our flight. 
Only the air remains ; then let us try 
To cut a paflage thro' the air and fly. 
yove be aufpicious in my enterprize, 
1 covet not to mount above the fkies : 
But make this refuge, fince I can prepare 
No means to fly my lord but thro' the air. 
Make me immortal, bring me to the brim 
Of the black Stygian water Styx^ I'll fwim. 

' N 3 
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Oh ! human wit, thou canft invent much ill. 
Thou fearcheft ftrangc arts; who would think, by 

fkill, 
A heavy man, like a light bird, (hould ftray. 
And thro* the empty heavens find a way ? 
He placeth in juft order all his quills, 
Whofe bottoms with refolved wax he fills ; 
Then binds them with a line, and b'ing faft ty'd, 
He placeth them like oars on either fide. 
The tender lad the downy feathers blew. 
And what his father meant, he nothing knew. 
The wax he faften'd, with the ftrings he play'd. 
Not thinking for his fhoulders they were made; 
To whom his father fpake (and then look'd pale) 
With thefe fwift (hips, we to our land muft fail. 
All paffages doth cruel Minos flop. 
Only the empty air he ftill leaves ope. 
That way muft we ; the land and the rou^h deep 
Doth Minos bar, the air he cannot keep* 
But in thy way, beware thou fet no eye 
On the fign Virgo^ nor Bootes high : 
Look not the black Orion in the face. 
That (hakes his fword, but juft with me keep pace. 
Thy wings are now in faft'ning, follow vme, 
I will before thee fly; as thou (halt fee 
Thy father mount, or ftoop, fo 1 aread thee ; 
Malce me thy guard, and fafely I will lead thee. 
If we (hould foar too near great Phoebus^ feat. 
The melting wax will not endure the heat : 
Or if we fly too near the humid feas, 
Our moiften'd wings we cannot (hake with eafe, 
FJy between both, and with the gufts that rife. 
Let thy light body fail amidft the Ikies, 
And ever as his little fon he charms, 
lie fits the feathers to his tender arms : 
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And fliews him how to move his body light, 

As birds firft teach their little young ones flight. 

By this he calls to counfel all his wits, 

And his own wings unto his fhoulders fits : 

Being about to rife, he fearful quakes. 

And in this new way his faint body fhakes. 

Firft, ere he took his flight, hekifs'd his fon, 

Whilft by his cheeks the brinifli waters run. 

There was a hillock not fo tow'ring tall. 

As lofty mountains be, nor yet fo fmall 

To be with valleys even, and yet a hill ; 

From this, thus both attempt their uncouth /kill. 

The father moves his wings, and with refpeft 

His eyes upon his wandering fon reflect. 

They bear a fpacious courfe, and the apt boy, 

Fearlefs of harm, in his new track doth joy. 

And flics more boldly. Now upon them looks 

The fifhermen, that angle in the brooks ; 

And with their eyes caft upward, frighted ffand. 

By this. Is Samos ifle on their left hand ; 

Upon the right, Lebmthos they forfake, 

Aftipale and the fifliy lake ; 

Shady Pachine full of woods and groves. 

When the rafli youth, too bold in vent'ring, roves ; 

Lofeth his guide, and takes his flight fo high, 

That the foft wax againft the {\m\ doth fry. 

And the cords flip that kept the feathers fail-. 

So that his arms have power upon no blaft. 

He fearfully from the high clouds looks down 

Upon the lower heavens, whofe curl'd waves frown 

At his ambitious height, and from the flcies 

He fees black night and death before his eyes, 

Still melts the wax, his naked arms he (hakes. 

And thinking to ^atcli hold, no hold he takes. 

N 4 
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But now the naked lad down headlong falls^ 
And by the way, he father, father, calls ; 
Help, father, help, I die : and as he fpeaks, 
A violent furge his courfe of language breaks. 
Th' unhappy father (but no father now) 
Cries out aloud. Son Icarus where art thou ? 
Where art thou, Icarusy where doft thou fly ? 
Icarus where art ? when lo, he may efpy 
The feathers fwim ; aloud he doth exclaim : 
The earth his bones, the fea ftill bears his name. 

Achilles hts Concealment of his fex in the Court of 
Lyconiedes. 

Now from another world doth fail with joy, 
A welcome daughter to the king of I'roy. 
The whilft the Grecians are already come, 
(Mov'd with that general wrong 'gainft Ilium) 
Achilles in a fmock his fex doth fmother. 
And lays the blame upon his careful mother. 
What mak'fl thou, great Jchilles^ teazing wool. 
When Pallas in a helmfliould clafp thy (kull ? 
What do thcfe fingers with fine threads of gold. 
Which were more fit a warlike fliicld to hold ? 
Why fhould that right hand rock or tow contain. 
By which the Trojan HeSlor muft be flain ? 
Caft off thy loofe veils, and thy armour take. 
And in thy hand the fpear of t*allas (hake. 
Thus lady-like he with a lady lay. 
Till what he wss, her belly muft bewray ; 
Yet was (he forcM (fo fhould we all believe) 
Not to be forc'd fo, now her heart would grieve. 
When hefliould rife from her, ftill would (he cry^ 
(For he had arm'd him, and his rock laid by) 
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And with a foft voice fpeak : Jchilles ftay. 

It is too foon to rife, lie down I pray. 

And then the man that forc'd her flie would kifs : 

What force (Deidamea) call you this ? 

jl Lover^s Complaint. 

From ofF a hill, whofe concave womb reworded 
A plaintful ftory from a fift'ring vale. 
My fpirits t' attend this double voice accorded. 
And down I laid to lift the fad-tun'd tale, 
Ere long efpied a fickle maid full pale. 
Tearing of papers, breaking rings a-twain. 
Storming her words with forrow's wind and rain : 
Upon her head a platted hive of ftraw. 
Which fortify'd her vifage from the fun. 
Whereon the thought might think fometiqie it faw 
The carcafe of a beauty fpent and done. 
Time had not fcith'ed all that youth begun. 
Nor youth all quit ; but fpite of heaven's fell rage. 
Some beauty peep'd thro' lattice of fear'd age. 
Oft did fhe heave her napkin to her eyne, 
Which on it had conceited chara<fters ; 
Laundring the filkcn figures in the brine. 
That (eafon'd woe had pelleted in tears ; 
And often reading what contents it bears : 
As often fhrieking undiftinguifh'd woe. 
In clamours of all fize, both high and low. 
Sometimes her leveled eyes their carriage ride. 
As they did battery to the fpheres intend j 
Sometimes diverted, their poor balls are ty'd 
To th' orbed earth ; fometimes they do extend 
Their view right on ; anon their gazes lend 
To every place at once, and no where fix'd. 
The mind and fight diftradledly commix'd^ 
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Her hair, nor loofe ftor ty'd in formal plat. 

Proclaimed in her a carelefs hand of pride ; 

For fome untuck'd defcended her fhav'd hat. 

Hanging her pale and pined check befide; 

Some in her thredden fillet ftill did bide. 

And true to bondage, would not break from thence, 

Tho' flackly braided in loofe negligence. 

A thoufand favours from a maund fhe drew. 

Of amber, cryftal, and of beaded jet ; 

Which one by one flie in a river threw. 

Upon whofe weeping margent fhe was fet. 

Like ufury, applying wet to wet ; 

Or monarch's hands, that let not bounty fall. 

Where want cries fome, but where excefs begs all. 

Of folded fchedules had (he many a one. 

Which fhe pcrus'd, figh'd, tore, and gave the flood; 

Crack'd many a ring of pofied gold and bone. 

Bidding them find their fepulchers in mud : 

Found yet more letters fadly penned in blood, 

With fleided filk, feat and affeaedly 

Enfwath'd and feal'd to curious fecrecy. 

Thefe often bath'd fhe in her fluxive eyes. 

And often kifs'd, and often gave a tear; 

Cry'd, O falfe blood ! thou rcgifler of lyes. 

What unapproved witnefs dofl him bear ! 

Ink would have feem'd more black and damned here! 

Thfs faid, in top of rage the lines fhe rents. 

Big difcontent fo breaking their contents. 

A reverend man, that grazed his cattle nigh. 

Sometime a bluflerer, that the ruffle knew 

Of court, of city, and had let go by 

The fvriftefl hours obferved as they flew ; 

Towards this afflidled fancy faftly drew ; 

And, privileged by age, defires to know, . 

In brief, the grounds and motives of her woe*. 
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So Aides he down upon his grained bat. 

And comely diftant fits he by h^r fide 5 

When he again defires her, being fat. 

Her grievance with his hearing to divide ; 

If that from him there may be ought apply'd. 

Which may her fuffering extafy aifiiage : 

*Tis promised in the charity of age. 

Father, flie fays, tho' in me you behold 

The injury of many a blading hour. 

Let it not tell your judgment \ am old ; 

Not age, but forrow, over me hath power : 

I might as yet have been a fpreading flower, 

Frefh to myfelf, if I had felf-apply'd 

Love to myfelf, and to no love bcfide. 

But woe is me ! too early I attended 

A youthful fuit '^ it was to gain my grace ; 

O ! one by nature's outwards fo commended. 

That maidens eyes ftuck over all his face ; 

Love lack'd a dwelling, and made him her place ; 

And when in his fair parts fhe did abide. 

She was new lodg'd, and newly deify'd. 

His browny locks did hang in crooked curls^ 

And every light occafion of the wind 

Upon his lips their filken parcels hurls. 

What's fweet to do, to do will aptly fiad ; 

Each eye that faw him did inchant the mind : 

For on his vifage was ini little drawn, 

What largenefs thinks in paradife was fawn. 

Small fhew of man was yet upon his chin, 

His phcenix down began but ta appear. 

Like unfhorn velvety on that termlefs flcin, 

Whofe bare out-bragg'd the web it feem'd to wear: 

Yet (hew'd his vifage by uhat coft moft dear: 

And nice afFedtiany wavering, ftood in doubt 

if beft 'twere asitwas, ot befl withoat. 
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His qualities were beauteous as his form, 

For maiden-tongu'd he was, and thereof free : 

Yet if men mov'd him, was he fuch a ftorm. 

As of 'twixt May and April is to fee. 

When winds breathe fweet, unruly tho' they be. 

His ru^enefs fo with his authoriz'd youth. 

Did livery falfenefs in a pride of truth. 

Well could he ride, and often men would fay. 

That horfe his mettle from his rider takes j 

Proud of fubjeflion, noble by the fway. 

What rounds, what bounds, what courfe, what ftop 

Arrd controverfy hence a queftion takes, [he makes ! 

Whether the horfe by him became his deed. 

Or he his, manag'd by th' well-doing fteed ? 

But quickly on this fide the verdift went ; 

His real habitude gave life and grace 

To appertain ings and to ornament, 

Accomplifh'd in himfelf» not in his cafe ; 

All aids themfelves made fairer by their place. 

Can for additions yet their purpofe trim, 

Piec'd not his grace, but were all grac'd by him. 

So on the tip of his fubduing tongue 

All kinds of arguments and queftions deep. 

All replication prompt, and reafon ftrong. 

For his advantage ftill did wake and fleep, 

To make the weeper laugh, the laugher weep. 

He had the dialeft and different fkill. 

Catching all paffions in his craft of will ; 

That he did in the general bofom reign 

Of young, of old, and fexes both inchanted. 

To dwell with him in thoughts, or to remain 

In perfonal duty, following where he haunted ; 

Confent's bewitch'd, ere he defire have granted; 

And dialogued for him what he would fay, 

Afk'd their own wills, and made their wills obey. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Poems en federal Occafions. 205 

Many there were that did his pifture get. 

To ferve their eyes, and in it put their mind; 

Like fools that in th' imagination fet 

The goodly objefts, which abroad they find. 

Of lands and manfions, theirs in thought afHgn'd ; 

And labouring, in more pleafures to beftow them. 

Than the true gouty landlord, who doth own them. 

So many have, that never touch'd his hand. 

Sweetly fuppos'd them miftrefs of his heart : 

My woful feif, that did in freedom Hand, 

And was my own fee fimple, not in part. 

What with his art in youth, and youth in art. 

Threw my afFeftions in his charmed power, 

Referv'd the ftallc, and gave him all my flower. 

Yet did I not, as fome my equals did. 

Demand of him, nor being defir'd, yielded : 

Finding myfelf in honour fo forbid. 

With Mm. dilhnce I my honour fhielded : 

Experience for me many bulwarks builded 

Of proofs new bkeding, which remained the foil 

Of this falfe jewel, and his amorous fpoil. 

But ah ! whoever fhunn'd by precedent 

The deftin'd ill, fhe muft herfelf afTay ? 

Or forc'd examples, 'gainft her own content. 

To put the by-paft perils in her way ? 

Counfel may ftop awhile what will not ftay ; 

For when we rage, advice is often feen, 

By blunting us, to make our wits more keen. 

Nor gives it fatisfa6iion to our blood. 

That we^muft curb it upon others proof: 

To be forbid the fweets that feem fo good. 

For fear of harms, that preach in our behoof. 

O appetite ! from judgment ftand aloof. 

The one a palate hath, that needs will tafte, 

Tho' reafon weep, and cry, it is thy laft. 
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For further I could fay this man's untrue. 

And knew the patterns of his foul beguiling. 

Heard where his plants in others orchards grew. 

Saw how deceits were gilded in his fmiling. 

Knew vows were ever brokers to defiling ; 

Thought charafters and words merely but art. 

And baftards of his foul aduk'rate heart. 

And long upon thefe terms I held my city. 

Till thus he 'gan befiege me : Gentle maid, 

Have of my fufFering youth fome feeling pity. 

And be not of my holy vows afraid ; 

What'^ to you fworn, to none was ever faid. 

For feafts of love I have been call'd unto. 

Till now did ne'er invite, nor never vow; 

All my offences, that abroad you fee. 

Are errors of the blood, none of the mind ; 

Love made them not, with afliure they may be, 

Where neither party is nor true nor kind : - 

They fought their (hame, that fo their fliamedid find. 

And fo much lefs of fhame in me remains. 

By how much of me their reproach contains. 

Among the many that mine eyes have feen. 

Not one. whofe fiame my heart fo much as warmed, 

Or my affe<Sl:ion put to the fmalleft teen. 

Or any of my leifures ever charmed : 

Harm have I done to them, but ne'er was harmed ; 

Kept hearts in liveries, but mine own was free. 

And reign'd commanding in his monarchy. 

Look here what tributes wounded fancy fent me. 

Of pallid pearls and rubies red as blood ; 

Figuring, that they their paflions likewife lent me. 

Of grief and blufhes aptly underftood ; 

In blood lefs white, and the encrimfon'd mood, 

EfFefts of terror, and dear modefly, 

Encamp'd in hearts, but fighting outwardly. 
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And lo ! behold thefe talents of their hair. 

With twifted metal amoroufly empleach'd, 

I have receiv'4 from many a feveral fair ; 

Their kind acceptance weepingly befeech'd. 

With th' annexions of fair gems inrich'd ; 

And deep-brain'd fonnets, that did amplify 

Each ftone's dear nature, worth and quality : 

The diamond ! why 'twas beautiful and hard. 

Whereto his invis'd properties did tend : 

The deep green emerald, in whofe frefh regard 

Weak fights their lickly radiance do amend : 

The heaven-hued faphyr, and the ophal blend 

With objedis manifold ; ^ach feveral ftone. 

With wit well blazon'd, fmil'd, or made fome moan. 

Lo ! all thefe trophies of afFediions hot. 

Of penfiv'd and fubdu'd defires, the tender; 

Nature hath charg'd me, that I hoard them not. 

But yield them up, where I myfelf muft render ; 

That is, to you my origin and ender. 

For thefe of force muft your oblations be 

Since I their altar, you enpatron me. 

O ! then advance (of yours) that phrafelefs hand, 

Whofe white weighs down the airy fcale of praife ! 

Take all thefe fimile^ unto your own command, 

Haliow'd with fighs, that burning lungs did raife ; 

What me your minifter for you obeys. 

Works under you, and to your audit comes 

Their diftraft parcels, incombined fums. 

Lo ! this device was fent me from a nun. 

Or lifter fandlify'd, of hoi left note. 

Which late her noble fuit in court did fliun ; 

Whofe rareft havings made the bloflbms doat. 

For (he was fought by fpirits of richeft coat. 

But kept cold diftance, and did thence remove. 

To fpend her living in eternal love. 
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But O ! my fweet, what labour is't to leave 

The thing we haye not, maft'ring what not ftrives ? 

Playing the place which did no form receive j 

Playing patient fports in unconftrained gives ! 

She that her fame fo to herfelf contrives. 

The fears of battle fcapeth, by the flight. 

And makes her abfence valiant, not her might. 

! pardon rne, in that my boaft is true ; 
The accident which brought me to her eyCj 
Upon the moment did her force fubdue. 
And now fhe would the caged cloifter fly \ 
Religious love put out religious eye : 

Not to be tempted, would fhe be immur'd ; 
And now to tempt, all liberty procur'd. 
* How mighty then you are, O hear me tell ! 
The broken bofoms that to me belong. 
Have empty'd all their fountains in my well j 
And mine I pour your ocean all among. 

1 ftrong o'er them, and you o*er me being ftrong, 
Muft for your viflory us all congeft. 

As compound love to phyfick your cold breaft. 
My parts had power to charm a facred fun j 
Tho' difciplin'd, I dieted in grace, 
Believ'd her eyes, when they t' aflail begun. 
All vows and confecrations giving place. 
O ! moft potential love ! vow, bond, nor fpacc. 
In thee hath neither ftring, knot, nor confine. 
For thou art all, and all things elfe are thine. 
When thou imprefleft, what are precepts worth. 
Of ftale example ? When thou wilt enflame. 
How coldly thofe impediments ftand forth 
Of wealth, of filial fear, law, kindred, fame ? 
Love's arms are peace,*gainft rule,'gainft fenfe,'gainft 
ihame. 
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And fweetnefs in the fufFering pang it bears. 
The aloes of all forces, ihocks and fears. 
Now all thefe hearts, that do on mine depend. 
Feeling it break, with bleeding groans they pine, 
And fupplicant, their fighs to you extend. 
To leave the battery that you make 'gainft mine. 
Lending foft audience to my fweet defign ; 
And credent foul to that ftron^ bonded oath. 
That fhall prefer and undertake my troth. 
This faid, his watry eyes he did difmount, 
Whofc fights till then were level'd on my face. 
Each cheek a river running from a fount, 
With brinilh current downward flow'd apace. 
Oh ! how the channel to the ftream gave grace ! 
Who glaz'd with cryftal gate the glowing rofes. 
That flame thro' water which their hue inclofes. 
Oh ! father ! what a hell of witchcraft lies 
In the fmall orb of one particular tear ! 
But with the inundation of the eyes 
What rocky heart to water will not wear ? 
What breaft fo cold, that is not warmed here ? 
Oh ! cleft effeft ! cold modefty, hot wrath ! 
Both fire from hence j and chill extinfture hath. 
For lo ! his pailion but an art of craft. 
Even there refoly'd my reafon into tears j 
There my white dole of chaftity I daft, 
Shook oft my fober guards, and civil fears, 
Appear to him, as he to me appears. 
All melting, tho' our drops this difference bore, 
His poifon'd me and mine did him reflore. 
In him a plenitude of fubtil matter, 
Apply'd to cautlefs, all flrange forms receives 
Of burning blufhes, or of weeping water, 

O 
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Or fwcx)ning palenefs; and he takes and leaves 
In cither's aptnefsj as it beft deceives : 
To blufli at fpeeches rank, to weep at woes. 
Or to turn white, and fwoon at tragic fhows : 
That not a heart, which in his level came 
Could 'fcape the hail of his all-hurting aim. 
Shewing fair nature is both wild and tame : 
And veird in them, did win whom he would maim ; 
Againft the thing he fought, he wou'd exclaim j 
When he moft burnt in heart- wiih'd luxury. 
He preach'd pure maid, and prais'd cold chaftity. 
Thus merely with the garment of a grace. 
The naked and concealed fiend he cover'd ; 
That th' unexperienc'd gave the tempter place. 
Which like a cherubim above them hover'd : 
Who, young and fimple, would not be fo lover'd? 
Ah me ! I fell : and yet^o queftion make. 
What I fliould do again for fuch a fake. 
Oh ! that infedled moifture of his eye ! 
Oh ! that falfe fire which in his cheek fo glow'd ! 
Oh ! that forc'd thunder from his heart did fly! 
Oh ! that fad breath his fpongy lungs beftow'd ! 
Oh ! all that borrow'd motion, feeming ow'd ! 
Would yet again betray the fore-betray *d. 
And new pervert a reconciled maid. 

The Amorous Epijile of Paris to Helen. 

Health unto Leda's daughter, Priam^s fon 
Sends in thcfe lines, whofe health cannot be won 
But by your gift, in whofe power it may lie 
Mo make me whole or fick ; to live or die. 
Shall I then fpeak ? or doth my flame appear 
Plain without index ? Oh ! 'tis that I fear ! 
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My love without difcoverine fmile takes place, 

And more than I could wim, fliines in my face j 

When I could rather in my thoughts defire 

To hide the fmoke, till time difplay the fire : 

Time, that can make the fire of love fhine cleat^. 

Untroubled with the mifty fmoke of fear. 

But I diflemble it ; for who, I pray. 

Can "fire conceal ? that wiH itfelf betrav. 

Yet if you look, I fliould affirm that plain 

In words, which in my countenance I maintain. 

I burn, I burn, my faults I have confefs'd. 

My words bear witnefs how my looks tranfgrefs'd. 

Oh ! pardon me, that have confefs'd my error^ 

Caft not upon my lines a look of terror \ 

But as your beauty is beyond compare. 

Suit unto that your looks (oh ! you moft fair f) 

That vou my letter have receiv'd by this. 

The uippofition glads me, and I wifh. 

By hope encourag'd, hope that makes me ftrong. 

You will receive me in fome fort ere long* 

I afk no more, than what the queen of beauty 

Hath promis'd me, for you are mine by duty. 

By her I claim you, you for me were made. 

And (he it was my journey did perfuade. 

Nor, lady, think your beauty vainly fought; 

I by divine inftinft was hither brought : 

And to this enterprize the heavenly powers 

Have given confent, the gods proclaim me ypura. 

i aim at wonders, for I covet you ; 

Yet pardon me, I afk but what's my due, 

Venus herfelf my journey hither led. 

And gives you freely to my promised bed. 

Under her conduft fafe the leas I paft. 

Till I arrived upon thefe coafts at laft : 

O 2 
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Shipping myfelf from the Sygtan (horc. 

Whence unto thefe confines my courfe I bore. 

She made the furges gentle, the winds fair; 

Nor marvel whence thefe calms proceeded are : 

Need muft flie power upon the faJt feas have. 

That was fea-born, created from a wave. 

Still may (he ftand in her ability. 

And as me made the feas with much facility. 

To be thro'-fail'd ; fo may fhe calm my heat. 

And bear my thoughts to their defired feat. 

My flames I found not here; no, I proteft, 

I brought them with me clofcd in my breafl ; 

Myfelf tranfported them without attorney. 

Love was the motive to my tedious journey. 

Not bluft'ring winter, when he triumph'd moft. 

Nor any error drove me to this coaft : 

Not led by fortune where the rough winds plcafe. 

Nor merchant-like, for gain crofs'd I tht fcaa, 

Fulnefs of wealth in all my fleet I fee, 

Pm rich in all things, fave in wanting thee. 

No fpoil of petty nations my fhip feeks. 

Nor land I as a fpy among the Greeks* 

What need we ? See, of all things we have ftorc \ 

Compared with Troy^ alas ! your Greece is poor. 

¥ov thee I come, thy fame hath thus far driven me^ 

Whom golden Venus hath by promife given me, 

I wifli'd thee ere I knew thee, long ago. 

Before thefe eyes* dwelt on this glorious (how. 

I faw thee in my thoughts ; know, beauteous dame, 

I firft beheld you with the eyes of fame. 

Nor marvel, lady, I was ftrokc fo far. 

Thus darts or arrows fent from bows of war. 

Wound a great diftance off: fo was I hit 

With a deep fmarting wound, that rankles yet# 
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For fo it pleas'd the fates, whom left you blame, 
ril tell a true tale to confirm the fame. 

When in my mother's womb full ripe I lay. 
Ready the firft hour to behold the day, 
And flie at point to be deliver'd ftraif, 
And to unlade her of her royal freight. 
My birth-hour was delay'd, and that fad night 
A fearful vifion did the queen affright. 
In a fon's ftead, to pleafe the aged fire. 
She dreamt fhe had brought forth a brand of fire. 
Frighted, fhe rifes, and to Priam goes ; 
To the old king this ominous dream flie fliowsj 
He to the prieff ; the prieft doth this return. 
That the child born fhali ftately Ilium burn. 
Better than he was 'ware, the prophet guefs'd. 
For lo ! a kindled brand flames in my breaft. 
To prevent fate, a peafant I was held. 
Till my fair fliape all other fwains excell'd ; 
And gave the doubtful world aflTurance good. 
Your Paris was deriv'd from royal blood. 

Amid the Idean fields, there is a place 
Remote, full of high trees, which hide the face 
Of the green mantled earth, where in thick rows. 
The oak, the elm, the pine, the pitch-^ree grows, 
Here never yet did browze the wanton ewe. 
Nor from his plot the flow ox lick the dew. 
The favage goat, that feeds among the rocks. 
Hath not graz'd here, nor any of their flocks. 
Hence the Dardanian walls I might efpy. 
The lofty towers of Ilium reared high. 
Hence I the feas might from the firm land fee. 
Which to behold, I lean'd me gn a tree. 

03 
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Believe me, for I (peak but what is trqe, 

Down from the fky, with fcather'd pinions, flew 

The nephew to great Atlas^ and doth ftand. 

With goldfen Caduceus in his hand. 

This, as the gods to me thought good to (how, 

I hold it good, that you the fame fhould know. 

Three gc3defles behmd young Hermes move; 

Great yunc^ Pal/as^ and the Queen of Lovs j 

Who as in pomp and pride of gait they pafs. 

Scarce with their weight they bend the tops of grafs^ ' 

Ama2>'d I ftart, and endlong ftands my hair. 

When Maia's foo thus fays ; Abandon fear. 

Thou courteous fwain, that to thefe groves repaireft, 

And freely judge, which of thefe three is faireft. 

And left I mould this curious fentence fhun. 

He tells me by Rove's fentence all is done. 

And to be judge, I no way can efchew.. 

This having faid, up thro' the air he flew. 

I ftrait took heart-a-grace, and grew more bold ; 

And there thejr beauties one by one behold. 

Why am I made the judge to give this dooni ? 

Methinks all three are worthy to overcome. 

To injure two fuch beauties what ^onguq dare ? 

Or prefer one^ where they be all fo fair ? 

Now this feems faireft, now again that other; 

Now would I fpeak, and now my thoughts I fmother : 

And yet at length the praife of one moft founded. 

And from that one my prefent love is grounded. 

The goddefles out of their earneft care. 

And pride of beauty to be held moft fair. 

Seek, with large alms, and gifts of wondVous price. 

To their own thoughts my ccnfure to entice. 

yuno the wife of yove doth firft inchant me; 

To judge her faireft, fhe a crown will grant mo. 
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Pallas her daughter, next doth undertake me ; 

Give her the prize, and valiant flie will make me. 

I ft rait devife which can moft pleafure bring. 

To be a valiant foldier, or a king, 

Laft Venus fmiling, came with fuch a grace. 

As if Ihe fway'd an empire in her face : 

Let not (faid fhe) thefe gifts the conqueft bear. 

Combats and kingdoms are both fraught with fear. 

I'll give thee what thou lov'ft beft (lovely fwain) 

The faireft faint that doth on earth remain. 

Shall be thine own : make thou the conqueft mine. 

Fair Lada's faireft daughter (hall be thine. 

This faid, when with myfelf I had devifed. 

And her rich gift and beauty jointly prized j 

Venus the vic^r o'er the reft is plac'd, 

Juno and Pallas leave the mount difgrac'd. 

Mean time my fate a profperous courfe had run. 

And by known figns King Priam call'd me fon. 

The day of my rcftoring is kept holy 

Among the faints days, confecrated folely 

To my remembrance, being a day of joy 

For ever in the calendars of Troy. 

As I wifh you, I have been wifli'd by others ; 
The faireft maids by me would have been mothers : 
Of all my favours, I beftow'd not any. 
You only may enjoy the loves of many. 
Nor by the daughters of great dukes and kings. 
Have I alone been fought, whofe marriage-rings 
I have turn'd back 5 but by a ftrain more high. 
By nymphs and fairies, fuch as never die. 
No fooner were you promis'd as my due. 
But I all hated, to remember you ; 
Waking, I faw your image ; if I dreamt. 
Your beauteous figure ftilT appear'd to tempt. 
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And urge this vogragej itill your face cxcdling, 

Thefe eyes beheld* my dreatns were all of Hekn. 

Image how your face Ihould now incite me. 

Being fecn, that unfeen did fo much delight me. 

If I was fcorch'd fo far oft' from the fire, 

How am I burnt to einders thus much nigher ! 

Nor could I. longer owe myfelf this treafure, 

But thro* the ocean I muft fearch my pleafure. 

The Phrygian hatphets to the roots are put 

Of the Idean pines ; afunder cut. 

The wood-land mountain yielded me large fees^ 

Being defpoil'd of all her talleft trees. 

From whence we have fquar'd out unnumber'd beams. 

That muft be wafh'd within the marine ftreams. 

The grounded oaks are bow'd, tho' ftifF as fteed. 

And to the tough ribs is the bending keel 

Woven by fhipwrights craft; then the main maftf 

Acrofs whofe middle is the fail-yard plac'd. 

Tackles and fails ; and next you may difcern 

Our painted gods upon the hooked ^txn : 

The god that bears me on my happy way. 

And is my guide, is Cupid, Now the day * 

In which the laft ftroke of the hammer's heard 

Within our navy, in the eaft appear^ : 

And I muft now launch forth (fo the fates pleife) 

To feek adventures in the Mgean feas. 

My father and my mother move delay. 

And by intreaties would inforce my uay : 

They hang about my neck, and with their tears 

Woo me, defer my journey J but their fears 

Can have no power to keep me from thy fight : 

And now Caffandra^ full of fad affright, 

With loofe di'fheverd trammels, madly flcips, 

Juft in the way betwixt me and my fhips ; 
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! whither wilt thott headlong- mn ? fbe cries ; 
Thou beareft fire wrth ttee^ whofe fmoke up-flies 
Unto the heavens {O Jove !) thou little feareft 
What quenchlefs flames thou thro' the water beareft, 
Cajfandra was too true a propfheCefs 5 

Her quenchlefs flmne (he fpake of (I confefs) 
My hot defires burn in my breaft fofslftt, 
That no red furnace hotter flames can cafl/ 

I pafs the city-gates, my bark I board. 
The favourable winds calm gales aflx)rd. 
And fill my fails ; unto your land I fteer, 
for whither elfe his courfe ftiould Paris bear? 
Yourhufband entertains me as his gueft. 
And all this happ'neth by the gods beheft. 
He fliews me all his paftures, parks, and fields, 
And every rare thing Lacedamon yields. 
He holds himfelf much pleafed with my being. 
And nothing hides that he efteems worth feeing. 

1 am on fire, till I behold your face. 
Of all Jchaia's kingdom the fole grace. 
All other curious objects I defy. 
Nothing but Helen can content mine eye : 
Whom when I faw, I ftood transformM with won- 
der, 

Senfelefs, as one ftrucfc dead by Jove's (harp thun- 
der. 
As I revive, my eyes I roll and turn, 
Whiiflrmy flam'd thoughts with hotter fancies burn : 
Even fo, as I remember, look'd love's queen, 
When (he was lafl: in Phrygian IJa feen ; 
Unto which place by fortune I was trained. 
Where, by my cenfure, (he the conqueft gain'd. 
But had you made a fourth in that contention, 
Of Fenus* beauty there had been no mention : 
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Helen affur^dly had borne frdm all 

The prize of heai4ty, tHc bright golden ball. 

Only of you may this your kingdom boaft, 
By you it is renown'd in every coaft : 
Rumour hath every where your beauty blaz'd : 
In what remote clime is not Helen prais'd ? 
From the bright eaftern fun's up-rife, inquire. 
Even to his downfall, where he flakes his fire j 
There lives not any of your fex that dare 
Contend with you, that are proclaimed fo fair. 
Truft me ; for truth I fpeak : nay, what's moft true. 
Too fparingly the world hath fpoke of you. 
Fame that hath undertook your name to blaze, 
Play'd but the envious houfewife in your praife. 
More than report could promife, or fame blazon. 
Are thefe divine perfeAions that I gaze on : 
Thefe were the fame that made duke Thefeus lavifh. 
Who in thy prime and nonage did thee ravifli : 
And worthy rape for fuch a worthy^ man! 
Thrice happy raviflier ! to feize thee then. 
When thou wert flript ftark naked to the (kin j 
A fight of force to make the gods to fin. 
Such is your country's guife, at feafons when 
^ With naked ladies they mix'd naked men. 
That he did fteal thee from thy friends, I praife 

him ; 
And for that deed, I to the heavens will raife him.' 
That he rcturn'd thee back, by Jove I wonder 5 
Hail I been ThefeuSy he that (hould afunder 
Have parted us, or fnatch'd thee from my bed, 
Firft from my fhoulders (hould have par'd my head : 
So rich a purchafe, fuch a glorious prey. 
Should conflantly have been detained for aye. 
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Could thefe my ftrong arms poffibly uncli^fp, 
Whilft in their amorous folds they Helen graffi ? 
Neither by forc'd conftraint, nor by free giving. 
Could you depart that compafs, and I living. 
But if oy rough inforce I muft reftore you. 
Some fruits of love (which I fo long have bore you) 
I firft would reap, and fome fweet fav6ur gain, 
That all my fuit were not beftow'd in vain. 
Either with me you fhall abide and ftay. 
Or for your pafs your maidenhead fhould pay : 
Or fay, I fpar'd you that, yet would I try 
What other favour I could elfe come by ; 
All that belongs to love I would not mi fs. 
You fhould not let me both to clip and kifs. 

Give me your heart, fair queen, my heart you 
owe^ 
And what my refolution is, you know. 
Till the laft fire, my breath lefs body take. 
The fire within my breaft can never flake. 
Before large kingdoms I prcfer'd your face. 
And Juno\ love, and potent gifts difgrace ; 
To fold you in my amorous arms I chus'd. 
And Pallas* virtues fcornfully refus'd : 
When they, with Venu^^ on the hill of Ide^ 
Made me the judge their beauties to decide. 
Nor do I yet repent me, having took 
Beauty, and ftrength, and fcepter'd rule forfook: 
Methinks I chus'a the beft (nor think it ftrange) 
I ftill perfift, and never mean to change. 
Only that my employment be not vain, 

iOh ! you more worth than any empire's gain !) 
/et me intreat : left you my birth fhould fcorn, 
pr parentage, know, I am royal born : 
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By marrying *rtie, ybu'ihall not wrong your ftate. 

Nor be a wife' to one' degenerate. 

Search the records where we did firft begin. 

And you fhall find the Pleiads of our kin ; 

Nay, Jove himfelf, all others to forbear 

That in our ftock renowned princes were. 

My father of all Jfta reigns fole king, 

Whofe boundlefs coaft fcarce any feather'd wing 

Can give a girdle to ; a happier land, 

A neighbour to the ocean, cannot ftand. 

There in a narrow compafs you may fee 

Cities and towers, more than may numbered be; 

The houfes gilt, rich temples that excel, 

And you will fay, I near the great gods dwell. 

You fhall behold high Ilium's lofty towers. 

And Troy's brave walls, built by no mortal powers ; 

But made by PhcehuSy the great god of fire, 

And by the touch of his melodious lyre. 

Afk if we have people to inhabit, when 

The fad earth groans, to bear fuch troops of men ; 

Judge, Heleuy likewife when you come to land, 

'I'he jijian women (hall admiring ftand. 

Saluting thee with welcome, more and lefs. 

In prefling throngs, and numbers numberlefs. 

More, that our courts can hold of you (moft fair) 

You to yourfelf will fay, alas ! how bare 

And poor Jchaia is ! when, with great pleafure, 

You fee each houfe contain a city's treafure. 

Miftake me not, I Sparta do not fcorn, 
I hold the land bleft where my love was born : 
Tho' barren elfe, rich Sparta Helen bore. 
And therefore I that province muft adore. 
Yet is your land, methinks, but lean and empty. 
You worthy of a clime that flows with plenty ; 
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YvXhTroy I proftrate, it is your^ ^yduty ; ,. 
This petty feat becomes upt yoi^r,rich .beauty. 
Attendance, preparation, curt'fy, ftate, , 

Fit fuch a heavenly form ; on which fliquld wait , 
Coft, frefli variety, delicipua diet, 
Pleafure, contentment, and luxurious^ riot. r 

What ornaments we ufe, what fafhions feign. 
You may perceive by me and my proud t;rain. 
Thus we attire our men j but with more coft 
Of gold and pearl, the rich gowns are imboft 
Of our chief ladies ; guefs by what you fee. 
You may be foon induc'd to credit me. , 

Be trainable, fsLif Spartan y nor contemn 
A Trojan born, derived from royal ftem ; 
He was a Trojan^ and ally'd to He^for^ 
That waits upon Jove^s cup, and fills him neilar, 
A Trojan did the fair Aurora wed. 
Arid nightly flept within her rofeat bed. 
The gcJddefs that ends night, and enters day, 
From our fair Trojan coaft ftole him away. 
Anchijes was a Trojan^ whom love's queen 
(Making the trees of Ida a thick fkreen 
'Twixt heaven and her) oft lay with. View me 

well, 
I am a Trojan too, in Troy I dwell. 
Thy hpfband Memlaus hithcf bring. 
Compare our fhapes, our years, and every thing ; 
I make you judge fs, wrong me if you can ; 
You needs muft fay, I am the pioperer man. 
None of my line hath turn'd the fun to blood. 
And robb'd his fteeds of their ambrofial food. 
My father grew not from the Caucafi rock. 
Nor ihall I graft you in a bloody ftock. 
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Priam nc*cr wronged the gutltlefs foul, or further. 

Made the Myrtean fea look red with murder : 

Nor thirfteth my great grandfire in the lake 

of Lethe^ chin-deep, yet no thirft can flake : 

Nor after ripen'd apples vainly flcips, 

Who fly him ftill, and yet flfill touch his lips. 

But what of this ? if you he fo deriv'd. 

You, notwithftanding, are no right deprived : 

You grace your ftock, and being fo divine, 

Jove is of force compelled into your line. 

Oh mifchief ! whilft I vainly fpeak of this. 
Your hufband all unworthy of fuch blifs. 
Enjoys you this long night, enfolds your waift. 
And where he lifts, may boldly touch and tafte. 
So when you fat at table, many a toy 
Pafleth between you, my vex'd foul t* annoy. 
At fuch high feafts I wifli my enemy fit, 
Where difcontent attends on every bit. 
I never yet was plac'd at any feaft, 
But oft k irk'd me that 1 was your gueft. 
That which offends me moft, thy rude lord knows ; 
For ftill his arms about thy neck he throws. 
Which I no fooner fpy, but I grow mad. 
And hate the man whofe courting makes me fad. 
Shall I be plain ? I am ready to fink down. 
When I behold him wrap you in his gown 5 
When you fit fmiling on his amorous knee. 
His fingers prefs where my hands itch to be. 
But when he hugs you, 1 am forc'd to frown ; 
The meat I'm eating will by no means down. 
But fticks half way : amidft thefe difcontents, 
I have obferv'd you laugh at my laments^ 
And with a fcomful, yet a wanton fmile. 
Deride my fighs and groans. Oft to beguile 
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My paflions, and to quench my fiery rage. 

By quaffing healths Fve thought my flame t' afluage ; 

But Bacchus^ full cups make my flames burn higher. 

Add wine to love, and you add fire to fire. 

To fhun the fight of many a wanton feat, 

Betwixt your lord and you, I fhift my feat. 

And turn my head ; but thinking of your grace. 

Love fcrews my head to gaze back on your face. 

What were I beft to do ? to fee you play. 

Mads me, and I perforce muft turn away ; 

And to forbear the place where you abide. 

Would kill me dead, fliould I but ftart afide. 

As much as lies in me, I ftrive to bury 

The fhape of love, and in mirth's fpite feem merry. 

But oh ! the more I fcek it to fupprefs. 

The more my blabbing looks my love prbfefs. 

You know my love which I in vain fhould hide ; 
Would God it did appear to none befide ! 
Oh Jove ! how often have I turn'd my cheek. 
To hide th' apparent tears, that paffage feek 
From forth my eyes, and to a corner ftept. 
Left any man fliould afk wherefore I wepr. 
How often have I told you piteous tales. 
Of conftant lovers, and how love prevails ? 
When fuch great heed to my difcourfe I took. 
That every accent fuited to your look. 
In forged names myfelf I reprefented : 
The lover fo perplcx'd, and fo tonnentec?. 
If you will know, behold I am the fame ; 
Paris was meant in that true lover's name. 
As often, that I might the more fecurely. 
Speak loofe immodeft words, that found impurely. 
That they offencclefs might your fweet ears touch, 
I've lifpt them up, like one had drunk too much. 
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Once I remember, your loofe veil betray 'd ^ 

Your naked fkin, and a fair paflage made 

To my enamour*d eye : Oh ! (kin niuch brighter 

Than fnow, or purett milk, in colour whiter 

Than your fair mother Lada^ when y^v< graced her. 

And in the {hape of fcather'd fwan embraced her, 

Whilft at this ravifhing fight I flood amaz'd. 

And without interruption freeJy gaz'd. 

The wreathed handle of the bowl I grafp'dj 

Fell from my hold, my ftrcngthlefs hand unclafp'd. 

A goblet at that time I held by chance. 

And down it fell, for I was in a trance. 

Kifs your fair daughter, and to her I fkip. 

And fnatch your kifles fiom your fweet child's lip. 

Sometimes I throw myfelf along, and lie. 

Singing love-fongs ; and if you caft your eye 

On n;y effeminate geflure, 1 ftill find 

Some pretty covcr'd figns to fpeak my mind j 

And then my earntfl fuit bluntly invades 

Mthra and Climene^ your two chief maids. 

Bui they return me anfwers full of fear. 

And to my motions lend no further ear. 

Oh ! that you were th^ prize of fome great flrife, 

And he that wins, might claim you for his wife. 

Hyppomenes with fwift Atlanta ran, 

And at one courfe the goal and lady won ; 

Even fhe, by whom fo many fuitors perifh'd. 

Was in the bofom of her new love cherifli*d. 

So Hercules for Dejaneira flrove. 

Brake Achelous" horn, and gain'd his love. 

Had I fuch libeity, fuch freedom granted, 

My refolution never could be daunted. 

Yourfclf fhould find, and all the world fhould fee, 

Helen 2l prize alone refer v'd for mc. 
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There is not left me any means (moff fair) 
To court you now, but by intreats and prayer 5 
Uolefs (as it becomes me) you think meet. 
That I mould proftrate fall, and kifs your feet: 
Oh ! all the honour, that our laft age wins. 
Thou glory of the two ^indartan twins ! 
W6rthy to be jove\ wife^ in heaven to reign, 
Were you not 5^^^^'s own daughter, of his ftrain. 
To the Sygean confines I will carry thee. 
And in the temple of great Pallas marry thee ; 
Or in this ifland where I vent my moans, 
I'll beg a tomb for my exiled bones. 
My wound is not a flight raze with an arrow. 
But it hath pierc'd my heart, and-burnt my marrow. 
This prophecy my fitter oft hath founded. 
That by an heavenly dart I fhould be wounded. 
Oh ! then forbear- (fair Helen !) to oppofe you 
Againft the gods, they fay I fhall not lofe you. 
Yield you to their beheft, and you fhall find 
The gods to your petitions likewife kind. 
A thoufand things at once are ill my brain, 
Which that I may effentially complain, 
And not in papers empty all my head. 
Anon at night receive me to your bed. 
Blufli you at this ? or lady do you fear 
To violate the nuptial laws auftere ? 
Oh ! fimple Helen ! foolifli I might fay. 
What profit reap you to be chafte I pray ? 
Is't poffible, that you a world to win. 
Should keep that face, that beauty without fin ? 
Rather you muft your glorious face exchange 
For one (lefs fair) or elfe not feem fo ftrange. 
Beauty and chaftity at variance are, 
'Tis hard to find one woman chafte and fair, 

P 
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Venus will not have beauty over-aw*d. 
High Jove himfelf ftolen pleafures will applaud ; 
And by fuch thievifh paftimes we may gather 
How Jove 'gainft wedlock's laws became your father. 
He and your mother Lada both tranfgrefs'd. 
When you were got fhe bare a tender breaft. 
What glory can vou gain love-fweets to fmother ? 
Or to be counted chafter than your mother ? 
Profefs ftridl chaftity, when with great joy, 
I lead you as my bride-efpous*d thro' Troy. 
Then 1 intreat you rein your pleafures in, 
I wifli thy Paris may be all thy fin. 
If Citherea her firm covenant keep, 
Tho' I within your bofom nightly fleep, 
We fhall not much mifdo, but fo offend. 
That we by marriage may our guilt amend. 

Your hulband hath himfelf this bufinefs aided. 
And tho' (not with his tongue) he hath perfuaded. 
By all his deeds (as much) left he fhould ftay 
Our private meetings, he is far away, 
Of purpofe rid unto the fartheft Wefi^ 
That he might leave his wife unto his gueft. 
No fitter time he could have found to yifit 
The Chrifean royal fcepter, and to feize it. 
Oh ! fimple, fimple hufband ! but he's gone. 
And going, left you this to think upon. 
Fair wife (quoth he) I prithee in my place 
Regard the Trojan prince, and do him grace* 
Behold, a witnefs 1 againft you ftand. 
You have been carelefs of this kind command. 
Count from his firft day's journey, never fince 
Did you regard or grace the Trojan prince. 
What think you of your hufband ? that he knows^ 
The worth and value gf the face he owes ? 
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Who (bujt a fool) fuch beauty would endanger ? 
Or truft it to the mercy of a ftranger ? , 

Then, royal queen I if neither may intreat. 
My quenchlefs paffion, nor love's raging heat 
Can win you ; we are woo'd both to this crime. 
Even by the fit advantage of the time ; 
Either to love fweet fport we muft agree. 
Or fhew ourfelves to be worfe fools than he. 
He took you by the hand the hour he rode. 
And knowing 1 with you muft make abode, 
Brings you to me ; what fhould I further fay ? 
It was his mind to give you quite away. 

What meant he elfe ? then let's be blithe and jolly. 
And make the beft ufe of your hufband's folly. 
What fhould we do ? your hufband is far gone. 
And this cold night (poor foul) you lie alone. 
I want a bedfellow, fo do we either. 
What lets us then, but'that we lie together? 
You flumb'ring think on me, on you I dream. 
Both our defires are fervent and extreme. 
Sweet, then appoint the night, why do you ftay ? 
O night ! more clearer than the brighteft day. 
Then I dare freely fpeak, proteft, and fwear. 
And of my vows the gods fliall record bear. 
Then will I feal the contraft and the ftrife. 
From that day forward we are man and wife : 
Then queftionlefs I fhall fo far perfuade, 
That you with me (hall T!roy\ rich coaft invade. 
And with your Phryginn gueft at laft agree. 
Our potent kingdom, and rich crown to fee. 
But if you (bluftiing) fear the vulgar bruit. 
That fays you follow me, to me make fuit, 

P 2 
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Fear it not Helen 5 Dl fo work with fame, 
I will (alone) be guilty of iall blame. 

Duke Thefeus was my inftance, and fo were 
Your brothers, lady 5 can I come more near, 
To enfample my attempts by ? Thefeus hal'd 
Helen perforce : your brothers they prevail'd 
With the Leucippian fitters ; now from thefe, 
ril count myfelf the fourth (if Helen pkafe.) 
Our Trojan navy rides upon the coaft, 
Rigg'd, arm'd, and mann'd, and I can proudly boaft. 
The banks are high, why do you longer ftay ? 
The winds and oars' are ready to make way. 
You (hall be like a high majeftic queen. 
Led thro' the Dardan city, and be feen 
By millions, who your Hate having commended. 
Will (wond'ring) fwear, fome goddefs is defcended. 
Where'er you walk the priefts mall incenfe burn, . 
No way you fliall your eye or body turn. 
But facrificed beafts the ground ihall beat. 
And bright religious fires the welkin heat. 
My father, mother, brother, fillers, all 
Ilium znATroy in pomp majeftical. 
Shall with rich gifts prefent you (but alas I) 
Not the leaft part (fo far they do furpafs) 
Can my epiftle fpeak ; you may behold 
More than my words or writings can unfold. - 

Nor fear the bruit of war, or threatning fteel. 
When we are fled, to dog us at the heel 5 
Or that all Graeid ^\\\ their powers unite: 
Of many ravifli'd, can you one recite 
Whom war repurchas'd ? thefe be idle fears. 
Rough bluftering Boreas fair Orithea bears 
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Unto the land of Thrace^ yet Thrace ftill free. 

And Athens raisM no rude hoftility. 

In winged Pegafus did Jafon fail ; 

Ahd from great Cholcos he Medea ftale i 

Yet Thejfaly you fee can (hew no fear 

Of former wounds in the TheJ/hlian war. 

He that firft ravifli'd you, in fuch a fleet 

As ours is, Ariadne brought from Cret^. 

Yet Minos and duke Thefeus were agreed. 

About that quarrel not a breafl: did bleed. 

Lefs is the danger (truft me) than the fear. 

That in thefe vain and idle doubts appear. 

But fay, rude war fliould be proclaimed at length. 

Know I am valiant, and have finewy ftrength. 

The weapons that I ufe are apt to kill. 

AJia befides more fpacious fields can fill 

With armed men, than Qreece. Amongft us are 

More perfeft foldiers, more beafts apt for war. 

Nor can thy hufband Menelat{s be 

Of any high fpirit and magnanimity \ 

Or fo well prov'd in arms : for Helen I, 

Being but a lad, have made my enemies fly j 

Regain'd the prey from out the hands of thieves. 

Who had defpoil'd our herds, and ftol'n our beeves. 

By fuch adventures I my name obtained, 

(6eing but a lad) the conqueft I have gain'd 

Of young men in their prime, who much coujd do; 

Deiphobusy Ilhneus too 

I have overcome in many fliarp contentions, ; 

Nor think thefe are my vain and forg'd inventio/is ; 

Or that I only hand to hand can fight, 

My arrows when I pleafe fhall touch the white -^ 

I am expert i'th* quarry and the bow. 

You cannot boaft your heartlcfs hMfbaiid fo. 

p .1 
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Had you the power in all thmgs to fupply me. 

And fhould you nothing in the world deny me ; 

To give me fuch a HeSfor to my brother. 

You could not, the earth bears not fuch another. 

By him alone all Jfia is well mann'd ; 

He like an enemy againft Greece fhall ftand, 

Oppos'd to your Dell fortunes, wherefore ftriveyou ? 

You do not know his valour that muft wive you. 

Or what hid worth is in me ; but at length 

You will confefs when you have provM my ftrength. 

Thus either war fliall ftill our fteps purfue, 

Or Greece fhall fall in Trofs all conquering view. 

Nor would I fear for fuch a royal wife. 

To fet the univerfal world at ftrife. 

To gain rich prizes, men will venture far. 

The hope of purchafe makes us bold in war. 

If all the world about you fhould contend. 

Your name fhould be eterniz'd without end ^ 

Only be bold \ and fearlefs may we fail 

Into, my country, ^yith a profperous gale ! 

If the gods grant me my expecSted day. 

It to the full fhall all thefe covenants pay, 

Helen to Paris, 

No fooner came niine eye unto the fight 
Of thy rude lines, but I mufl needs re-write, 
Dar'fl thou (O fhamelefs) in fuch heinous wife, 
The laws of hofpitality defpife ? 
And being a flranger, from thy country's reach. 
Solicit a chafte wife to wedlock's breach ? 
Was it for this our free Tanarian port 
Received thee and thy train, in friendly fort ? 
And when great Neptune nothing could appeafe. 
Gave thee fafe harbour from the: flormy feas ? 
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Was it for this, our kingdom's arms fpread wide 
To entertain thee from the water-fide ? 
Yet thou of foreign foil remote from hence, 
A flranger, cpming we fcarce knew from whence. 
Is perjur'd wrong the recompence of right ? 
Is all our friendfhip guerdon'd with delight? 
I doubt me then, whether in our court doth tarry 
A friendly gueft, or a fierce adverfary. 
Nor blame me, for if juftly you coniider. 
And thefe prefumptions well compare together. 
So fimple my complaint will not appear. 
But you yourfelf muft needs excufe my fear. 
Well, hold me fimple, much it matters not, 
Whilft I preferve my chafte name far from fpot; 
For when I feem touch'd with a bafhful fhame. 
It ftewj how highly I regard my fame. 
When I feem fad, my countenance is not feigned 5 
And when I lour, my look is unconftraincd. 
But fay my brow be cloudy, my name's clear. 
And reverently you fhall of Helen hear. 
No man from me adulterate fpoils can win ; 
For to this hour I have fported without fin : 
Which makes me in my heart the more to wonder. 
What hope you have in time to bring me under : 
Or from mine eye what comfort thou canft gather. 
To pity thee, and not defpife thee rather. 
Becaufe once I'hefeus hurry'd me from hence. 
And did to me a kind of violence ; 
Follows it therefore, I am of fuch price. 
That ravifh'd once, I (hould be ravifh'd twice ? 
Was it my fault, becaufe I ftriv'd in vain. 
And wanted ftrength his fury to reftrain ? 
He flatter'd, and fpake fair, I ftruggled ftill ; 
And what he got, was much againu my will. 
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Of all his toil, he reaped no wifhed fruit. 

For with my wrangling I withftood his fuit. 

At length I was reftor'd, untouch'd, and clear 5 

In all my Rap^^ I fufFer'd j^ought fave fear : 

A few untoward kiffes he (God wot) 

Of further favours he could never boaft; 

Dry, without relifh, by much ftriving got^ 

And them with much ado, and to his coft, , 

I doubt your purpofe aims at greater bliffes, 

And bardly would alone be pleas'd with kiflcs. 

Thou haft fomc further aim, and feek'ft to do 

What, Jove defend, I fhould confent unto. 

He bore not thy bad mind, but did reftore me 

Unblemifti'd to the place from whence he bore me. 

The youth was bafhVul, and thy bpldnefs lack'd, . 

And 'tis well known, repented his bold fa(^. 

n^eus repented, fo ifhould Paris do. 

Succeed in loye and in repentance too^ 

Nor am I angry ; who can angry be 

With him that loves her ? if your heart agree 

With your kind words, your luit I could applaud. 

So I were fiire your lines were void of fraud. 

I c^ft not thefe^ftrange doubts, or this difpenfe^ 

Like one that were bereft all confidence y 

Nor that I with myfelf am in difgrace. 

Or do not know the beauty of my face : 

But becaufe too much trult hath damagM fuph 

As h^ve b^licv'd men in their loves too much. 

And,now the general tongue of women faith. 

Men? words are full of treafon, void of faith. 

Let others fin, and hours of pleafur^s wafte^ 
'Tis rare to fiiid the fober matrdn chafte. 
Why ? fay it be that fin prevails with fair ones. 
May not my name \)t rank*d among the rare one$ f 
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Becaufe my Another La^da was teguil'd, 
R^uft I ftray too, that am her eldeft child ? 
I muft confefs my another made a rape. 
But Jom beguil'd her in a borrovyr'd fliape : 
When (he (poor foijl) nor dreamt of god nor man, 
He trod her like a milk-white feather'd fwan. 
She was decejv'd by error ; if I yield 
To yoi|r unjuft requeft, nothing can (hield 
Me from reproach ; I cannpt plead concealing : 
'Twas in her, error; 'tis in me, plain dealing, 
She happily err'd ; he that her honour fpilt. 
Had in f^imfelf fiill power to falve t^e guilt. 
Her error happy'd me too (I confefs) 
If to be yoyes child, he a l^appinefs. 

T' omit high Joixe^ of whom I ftand in awe, 
As the great grand fire to our father-in-law j 
To pafs the kin I claim from Tantalus^ 
From Pelops^ and from noble Tindarus ; 
Li:^dq by Jove^ in £[iape of fwan, beguil'd, 
Herfelf fo'chang'd, and by him made with child. 
Proves Jove my father. Then you idly ftrive. 
Your name from gods and princes to derive. 
What need you of old Priam make relation, 
Laomedon^ or your great Phrygian nation ? 
Say all be true ; what then ? He of whom moft 
To be of your alliance, you fo boaft, 
Jove {fyfQ degrees at leaft) from you removed. 
To be the firft from me, is plainly proved. 
And tho' (as I believ'd well) Troy may ftand 
Powerful by fea, and full of ftrength by land y 
And no dominio^i to your ftate fuperior, 
I hpld our ciime nothing to Troy inferior. 
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Say, you in riches pafs us, or in number 

Of people, whom you boaft your ftreets to cumber j 

Yet yours a barbarous nation is, I tell you, 

And in that kind do we of Greece excel you. 

Your rich epiftle doth fqch gifts prefent. 

As might the goddefles thcmfelves content. 

And woo them to your pleafure : but if I 

Shall pafs the bounds of fhame, and tread awry ; 

If ever you fhould put me to my (hifts, 

Yourfelf fhould move me more than all your gifts. 

Or if I ever ihall tranfgrefs by Health, 

It fhall be for your fake, not for your wealth. 

But as your gifts I fcorn not, fo fuch feem 

Moft precious, where the gfver we efteem. 

More than your prefents it {hall Helen pleafe. 

That you for her have paft the ftormy feas j 

That flie hath caus'd your toil, that you refpeft her. 

And more than-all your Trojan dames aflFeft her. 

But you're a wag in troth, the notes and figns 
You make at table, in the meats and wines, 
I have obferv'd, when I leaft feem'd to mind them, 
For at the firft my curious eye did find them. 
Sometimes fyou wanton) your fix'd eye advances 
His brightnefs againft mine, darting fwect glances, 
Out^gazing me with fuch a ftedfaft look. 
That my daz'd eyes their fplendor have forfook ; 
And then you figh, and by and by you ftretch 
Your amorous arm outright, the bowl to reach. 
That next me fbnds, making efxcufe to fip 
Juft in the felf-fame place that kifs'd my lip. 
How oft have I obferv'd your finger make 
Tricks and conceited figns, which ftj'ait I take ?^ 
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How often doth your brow your fmooth thoughts clokc 

When, to my feeming, it hath almoft fpoke ? 

And ftill I fear'd my hufband would have fpy'd you| 

In troth you are to blame, and I muft chide you. 

You are too manifeft a lover (tufli) 

At fuch known figns I could not chufe but blufh. ♦* 

And to myfelf I oft was forc'd to fay. 

This man at nothing fhames. Is this (I pray) 

Ought fave the truth ? Qft-times upon the board 

Where Helen was engraven, you the word 

y/wo have^inderwrit, in new- fpi It wine: 

(Good footh) at firft I could not fcan the line. 

Nor underftand your meaning. Now (oh ! fpite) 

Myfelf am now taught fo to read and write. ^ 

Should I offend, as fin to me is ftrange, 

Thefe blandifliments have power chafte thoughts to 

Or if I could be mov'd to ftep aftray, [change. 

Thefe would provoke me to lafcivious play : 

Befides, I muft confefs, you have a face 

So admirable rare, fo full of grace. 

That it hath power to woo, and to make feizure 

Of the moft bright chafte beauties to your pleafure. 

Yet had I rather ftainlefs keep my fame, 

Than to a ftranger hazard my good name. 

Make me your inftance, and forbear the fair i 

Of that which moft doth pleafe you, make moft fpare. 

The greateft virtues, of which wife men boaft. 

Is to abftain from that which pleafeth moft. 

How many gallant youths (think you) defire 

That which you covet, fcorch'd with the felf-fameiire? 

Are all the world fools ? only Paris wife ? 

Or is there none, fave you, have judging eyes ? 

No, no, you view no more than others fee, 

^ut you are plainer and more bold with me. 
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You are more earneft to purfue your game ; 

I yield you not more knowledge, but lefs (hame« 

J would to God that you had fail'd from Tr^y, 

"When my virginity and bed to enjoy, 

A thoufand gallant princely fuiters came : 

JHlad I beheld young Paris^ I proclaim, 

Of all thofe thoufand I had made you chief, 

And spartan Menehus^ to his grief, 

Should to my cenfure have fubfcrib'd and yielded. 

But now (alas !) your hopes are weakly buildcd : 

You covet goods poffefs'd, pleafures foretafted ; 

Tardy you come, that (hould before have hafted ; 

What you defire, another claims as due : 

As I could wifli t* have been efpous'd to you, 

So let me tell you, fmce it is my fate, 

I hold me happy in my prefent ftate. 

Then ceafe, fair prince, an idle fuit to move. 

Seek not to harm her, whom you feem to love. 

In my contented ftate let me be guided. 

As both my ftates and fortunes have provided 5 

Nor in fo vain a queft your fpirits toil, 

Tp feek at my hands an unworthy fpoil. 

But fee how foon poor women are deluded, 
Venus herfelf this covenant hath concluded : 
For in the Idean vallies you efpy 
Three god defies, ftrip*d naked to your eye ; 
And when the firft had promised you a crown. 
The fecond fortitude and war's renown ; 
The third befpake you thus; crown, nor war's pride, 
Will I bequeath, but Helen to thy bride. 
I fc^ce believe, thofe high immortal creatures 
Would to your eye expofe their naked features, 
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Or fay the firft part of your tale lie pure. 

And meet with truth, the fecond's falfe I'm fure \ 

In which poor I was thought the greateft meed. 

In fuch a high caufe by the gods decreed* 

I have not of my beauty fuch opinion, 

T' imagine it prefer'd before dominion. 

Or fortitude 5 nor can your words perfuade mc^ 

The greateft gift of all the goddefs made me. 

It is enough to me men praife my face. 

But from the gods I merit no fuch grace : 

Nor doth the praife, you charge me with, ofiFend mcj 

If Vmm do not envioufly commend me^ 

But, lo ! I grant you, and imagine true 

Your free report, claiming your praife as due ? 

Who would in pleafing things call fame a lyar, 

But give that credit which we moft defire ? 

That we have movM thefe doubts^ be not you griev'd^ 
The greateft wonders are the ieaft believ'd : 
Know then, I firft am pleas'd that Venm ought me 
Such undeferved grace 5 next that you thought me 
The greateft meed. Nor fcepter, nor war's fame. 
Did you prefer before poor Helenas name. 
( Hard heart ! 'tis time thou ftiouldft at laft come down ) 
Therefore I am your valour, I your crown. 
Your kindnefs conquer's me, do what I can j 
I were hard-hearted not to love this man. 
Obdurate I was never, and yet coy 
To favour him whom I can ne'er -enjoy. t 

What profits it the barren fands to plough, 
And in the furrows our affections fow ? * 
In the fweet theft of Venus I am rude. 
And know not how my hufband to delude,- 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



23? P.^ems on feveral OccaJionL 

Now I thefe love-lines write, my pen, I vow. 

Is a new oiEce taught, not known till now. ' 

Happy are they that in this trade have fkill ; 

Alas I I am a fool, and fhall be flill ; 

And having till this hour not ftept aftray. 

Fear in thefe fports kft I (hould mifs my way. 

The fear (no doubt) is greater than the blame, 

I ftand confounded, and amaz'd with fhame; 

And with the very thought of what you feek, 

Thii^k every eye fix'd on my guilty cheek. 

Nor are thefe fuppofitions merely vain, 

The murmuring people whifperingly complain ; 

And my maid ^thra hath, by lift'ning flily. 

Brought me fuch news,as touch'd mine honour highly. 

Wherefore (dear lord) diflemble or defift j 

Being over-ey'd, we cannot as we lift 

Fafliion our fports, our loves pure harveft gather ; 

But whv (hould you defift ? Diflemble rather. 

Sport, out in fecret j fport where none may fee : 

The greater, but not greateft liberty 

Is limited to our lafcivious play. 

That Menelaus is far hence away. 

My hufband about great affairs is pofted, 

Leaving his royal gueft fecurely hofted ; 

His bufmefs was important and material. 

Being employed about a crown imperial. 

And as he now is mounted on his fteed. 

Ready on his long journey to proceed : 

Even as he queftions to depart or ftay, 

Sweet-he^rt (quoth I) Oh ! be not long away. 

With that hereach'd me a fweet parting kifs, 

(How loth he was to leave me, guefs by this :) 

iarewel, fair wife (faith he) bend all thy cares 

To my domeftic bufinefs, home-a^^airs \ 
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But as the thing that I zWq&aoti beft^ 

Sweet wife, look well unto niy Trsjan gueft^ 

It was no fooner out, but with much pain 

My itching fpleen from laughter I reftrain ; 

Which ftriving to keep in, and bridle ftlll. 

At lengtK I rung forth thefe few words (IwilL) 

He's on his journey to the ifle of Crete^ 

But think not we may therefore fafdly meet : 

He is fo abfent, that as prefent I 

Am ftill within his reach, his ear, his eye ; 

And tho' abroad, his power at home commands, 

For know you not kings have long-reaching hands? 

The fame for beauty you befides have given me, 

Into a great exigent hath driven me. 

The more your commendation fill'd his ear. 

The more juft caufe my hufband hath to fear;. 

Nor niarvel you the king hath left me fo. 

Into remote and foreign climes to go : 

Much ccMjfidence he dares repofe in me. 

My carriage, haviour, and my modefty ; 

My beauty he miftrufts, mv heart relies in ; 

My face he fears, my charee life he afEes in. 

To take time now when time is, you perfuade me. 
And* with his apt fit abfence you invade me: 
I would but fear, nor is my mind well fet ; 
My will would further what my fear doth let. 
I have no hufband here, and you no wife 5 
I love your (hape, you mine, dear as your life. 
The nights feem long to fuch as fleep alone^ 
Our letters meet to interchange our moan. 
You judge mq beauteous, I efleem you fair, 
-Under one roQf we lovers lodged arc. 
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And (let me die) but every thing confider. 
Each thing perfuades us We fhall lie together*.' 
Nothing we fee molefts us, nought we hear. 
And yet my forward will is flack thro' fear. 
I would to God, that what you ill perfuade^ 
You could as well compel ; fd I were made 
Unwilling willing, pleafingly abus'd. 
So my fimplicity-might be excus'd. 
Injury's force is oft-times wond'rous pleafihg^ 
To fuch as fuffer eafe in their difeafing ; 
If what 1 willj you 'gainft my will fhould do^ •" 
I. with fuch force could be well pleafed too. 

But whilft our love is young and in the bud, 
Suffer his infant vigour be withftood : 
A flame new kindled is as eafily quench'd. 
And fudden fparks in little drops are drench'd* 
A traveller's love is^ like himfelf, unftay'd. 
And wanders where he walks ; it is not laid 
On any firmer ground j for when we alone 
Think him to us, the wind blows fair, he*s gone* 
Witnefs Hypftpile^ alike betray'd j 
Witnefs with her the bright Afynoyan matd : 
Nay then yourfelf, as you yourfelf have fpoken. 
To fair Oenone have your promife broken. 
Since I beheld your face firft, my defire 
Hath been, of Trojan Paris to enquire. 
I know you now in every true refped, 
ni grant you thus much then, fay you afFeft 
Me (whom you term your own.) I'll go thus far; 
Do not the Phrygian mariners prepare 
Their fails and oars, ev'n now whilfl: we recite 
Exchange of vyrords abdut the wiflied night ? 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



P'ctitns on feveral Occafton^k t\t 

Say that eVen now you were prepar'd to climb 
My long-wifh'd bed, juft at th' appointed time 
The wind fliould alter, and blow fair for Troy^ 
You muft break ofF, in midtt of all your joy> 
And leave me in the infancy of plealiire 5 
Amid my riches, I (hall lo(e my treafure. 
You will forfake the fweets my bed affords^ 
T' exchange for cabins, hatches and pitch'd boards* 
Then what a fickle courtfhip you commencCj 
When, with the fi^ft wind, all yoiir love blows 

hence ? 
But fliall I follow you when you are gone, 
And be the grandchild to Laomedon ! 
And Ilium fee, whofe beauty you proclaim ? 
I do not fo defpife the bruit of falne^ 
That fhe to whom I am indebt fuch thanks. 
Should fill the earth with fuch adulterate pranks. 
What will Achaia? What will Sparta fay? 
What will your Troy report, and Afta? 
What my old Prtam^ or his reverend queen ? 
What may your fitters, having Helen feen^ 
Or your Dardanian brothers deem of me ? ' 

Will they not blame my loofe inchaftity ? 
Nay, how can you yourfelf faithful deem me. 
And not amongft the loofeft dames efteem me ? 
No ftranger ihall your Afian ports come near. 
But he ihall fill your guilty foul with fear. 
How often, angry at Tome fmall offence, 
Will you thus fay ; adult'refs, get thee hence ? 
Forgetting you yourfelf have been the chief 
In my tranlgreffion, tho* not in my grief, 
Confider what it is, forgetful lover. 
To be fin's author, and fin's (harp reprover. 
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But ere the leaft of allthefe ilk betidemei 
I wiih the earth iiray in her bofom hide mo^ 

But I ihall all yoiiT Phrygian wealth potfef% 
And more than yoor epiftle can exprefs : 
Gifts, woven gold, imbroidery, rich attir^ ' ' 
Purple and plate, or what I can defire. 
Yet give me leave, think you aH this extends 
To countervail the k>f$ of my chief friends ? 
Whofe friendihip, or whofe aid ihall I implo/ 
To fuccour me, when I am wrong'd in Thy? 
Or whether can I, having thus mtfdone^ 
Unto my father, or my brothers run ? 
As much as you to me, falfe Jafon Cworc 
Unto Medea, yet from /E/on*s door 
He after did exile her. Now, poor hearty 
Where is thy father that fhould take thy part/ 
Old jEtes or Calciope f &ou took'ft 
No aid from them, whom thou before foribok'lL ■' 
Or fay thou didft (alas ! they cannot hear 
Thy lad complaints) yet I no Aich thing fear $ • 
No more Mnka did : good hopes engage 
Themfelves fo far, th^ fail in their prefase^ 
You fee the (hips that in the main are tofs^. 
And maoy times by tempefts wrecked and lo^ 
Had, at tneir launching from the haven^s mouthy 
A fmooth fea, and a c^m gale from tlieiimtli. 
Befides, the brand your mother dreamt ihe bane. 
The night before your birth, breeds me bcOkQue* 
It prophefy'd, ere many years expire^ 
Inflamed Troy muft burn with Grgekijb fire/ 
As Venus favours you, becaufe fbe eain'd 
A doubtful prize by you i yet tt^ wimxfA 
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Ai^d vanquifliM goddefles^ difgiacMifo late. 
May bear yoa bird ; I theicfbre fc^r th<?ir hate. 
Nor make no queftion, but if I confort you, 
And for-a ramier oiir Qreic^ r^KWt you ; 
War will be wag'd with 7r^, andjQU fliall rue 
The fword (alas I) your oonqueft mall purfue. 
When Ifypodamay at her bridal feaft^ 
Was nidefy mvifh'd by het Centatfr gueft 3 
Becaufe the falvages the bride durft feize. 
War |rew betwixt them and the Lappbeh 
Or thmk you Menelaus hath no fpleen ? 
Or that he hath not power to avenge bis teen ? 
Or that old Tyndarus this wrong can fmother ? 
Or the two famous twins, each lov'd of other ? 

Sa where your valoiir and rare deeds you boaft, 
And warlike fpirits in which you triumphed moft ; 
By which yoix have attained ^hiongft foldiers grace. 
None will oelieve you, that but fees your face. 
Your feature, and fair ihape, is fitter far 
For amorous court&ips, tnan remorflefs war* 
Let rough-hew'd foldiers warlike dangers prove, 
'Tis pity Paris fliould do ought faye love. 
Hector (whom yon fo praife) for you m^y fight; 
I'll find yoit war to flcirmifh every night. 
Which ftaU become you better. Were I wife. 
And bold withal,' I might obtain the prize : 
In fuch fwtfet fingle combats, hand to hand, 
^Oianft which no woman that is wife will ftai^* 
My champion I'll encountj^r breaft to breaft, 
Tho* I were fiire to fall^^^ajyi be O'erp 



If that yott pdvate ^cmfertnce tlUlreat me, 
} apprehend you, and you cannot cheat me : 
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I know the mca^w^, ;4vf ft I ywW thereto, 

Of what you wowld cgaftr, what you jwouW tlof 

You arc too forward, you too far would wade ; 

But yet (God knows) your harveft's in the bladc^ 

My tired pen fhall here its labour end, 

A guilty fenfc in thievifli line$ I fend. i 

Speak next when your occafioQ beft perfaades, f* 

By Clymene and Mthra my two maids. . 

T&e p(iffknaU Sheph4rd tq his LoVi^ 

Live With me, and be my love, t > 

And we will all the ple^fure prove. 

That hills and valleys, dale a^cj field. 

And all the craggy mountains yields 

There will we fit uppn the rocks. 

And fee the fliepherds feed their flocks, 1 

5y fliallow rivers, by whofe falls 

Melodious birds fing madrigals* ? . 

There will I make thee beds of rofes^ 

With a thoufand fragrant pofies 5 

A cap of flowers, and a girdle 

Imbroider'd all with leaves of myrtle y 

A gown made of the fineft wool. 

Which from our pretty lambs we pull | 

Fair liped flippers for the cpld. 

With buckles of the pureft gol(J 5 1 * 

A belt of ftraw an4 ivy buds. 

With coral clafps, and ambei" ftuds. 

And if thefe pleafures may thee move. 

Then live with pie, a^d pe piy lov^. 

The fhepherd fwains Ihall dance and fing, 

For thy delighit each A^y nj04:ning^ - ' 
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If thefe delighft thy iriiiid m2.Yih6^y '-' ■ 
Then live with me, and be my love. "- 

The Nymph's Ripfy to fh^ Shepherd, 

If that the world and love wefe young. 
And truth in every fliepherd's tOngue ; 
Thefe pretty pleaftires might me move 
To live with thee, and be thy love. 
Time drives the flocks from field to fold. 
When YWtx^ rage, and rocks grow cold j 
And Philomel becopieth dumb. 
And all complain of cares to come. 
The flowers do fade, and wanton fields 
To wayward winter reckoning yield ; 
A honey tongue, a heart of gall. 
Is fancy's fpring, but forrow's fi^ll. 
Thy gowns, thy (hoes, thy bed of rofes. 
Thy cap, thy girdle, and thy pofies ; 
Some break, feme wither, fome forgotten, 
In folly ripe, in reafon rotten. 
Thy belt of ftra>v, and ivy buds ; 
Thy coral clafps, and amber ftuds ; 
AH thefe in me no means can move 
To come to thee, and be thy love. 
But could youth laft, and love ftill breed. 
Had joys no date and age no need ; 
Then th^fe delights my mind might move 
To live with thee, and be thy love. 

Another of the f^me Nature. 
> 
Come live with me, and be my dear. 
And we will revel all the year 
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In plains and grdV^j dtt httVaird d^fes, 
Where fragrant air breathes (Wecwft galea* 
There fhall you have the beauteous pine. 
The cedar, and ttie fjireading vitte. 
And all the woods to bfe a flcreen. 
Left Ph(Bbus kifs ttiV futnttWr's qiieett; 
The feat of yc^t difportflhall be. 
Over fome river, iri a tree j 
Where filyer fands and pebbles fing 
Eternal ditties to the fpring. 
There you fliall fee thie nymphs at piftf. 
And how the fatyrs fpcfnd the day : 
The fifhes gliding on the fahds. 
Offering their bellies to your hands ; 
The birds, with heavenly-tuned throats^ 
Poflefs woods echoes with fweet notes j 
Which to your ienfes will impart 
A mufick to inflame th^ heart. 
Upon the bare and leaflefs oak, "^ 

The ring-doves wooings will provoke 
A colder blood than you poffefs, * 
To play with me, and do no lefs. 
In bowers of laurel trimly dight. 
We will outwear the filent night. 
While Flora bufy is to fpread 
Her richeft treafure on our bed. 
The glow-worms (ball on you attend, 
And all their fparkling lights fliall fpehd : 
All to adorn and beautify' ^ 

Your lodging with moft majefty : 
Then in my arms will 1 4nc!6fe 
Lilies fair mixture with the rofe ; 
Whofe nice perfedions in lore's play. 
Shall tune me to the higheft key. 
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Thus as we pa(^ tbe welconae ni§l|tv • r* - I 

In fportful pleafuras and 4fds|^(^ - , < / 

The nimble fairies ea t))e pounds \ 

Shall dance and itng mQlodious i^HKids*? 

If thefe may ferve for to intice, • v 

Your prefence to love's par^dife j - . 

Then come with me, and be my dear, ; 

And we will flrait begin the yean \ 

Take, O ! take thofe lips away^ 
That fo fweetly were forfworn j 
And thofe eyes, the break of day. 
Lights which do millead the morn^ 

But my kiiTes bring again^ 

Seals of love^ tho' ic^'din-vain*^ 

Hide, O ! liide thofe hills of fnow^ 
Which thy frozen bofom bears. 
On whofe tops the pinks that grow^ 
Are of thofe that April wears. 

But my poor heart firft fet free. 

Bound in thofe i^y chains by thee. 



Let the bird of loweft lay^ 

On the fole Arabian ti;ee. 

Herald fad, and trumpet be. 

To whofe found chafte wings obey. 

But thou fhrieking I^arbinger, 

Foul procurer of the iiend. 

Augur of the fever's end. 

To this troop come thou not neaK 
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From this feflioa interdif): 
Every fowl of tyrant wing, 
Save the eagle featherM king. 
Keep the obfequy fo ftrift ; 
Let the prieft in furplice white. 
That defunftive mufick ken. 
Be the death-divining fwan. 
Left the requiem lack his right. 
And thou treble-dated crow. 
That thy fable gender mak'ft. 
With the breath thou giv'ft and tak'ft, 
^Mongft our mourners fhalt thou go. 
Here the anthem doth commence. 
Love and conftancy is dead. 
Phoenix and the turtle fled 
In a mutual flame from hence. 
So they loved as love in twain 
Had the eflince but in one ; 
Two diftinSs but in none 5 
Number there in love was flain : 
Hearts remote, yet not afunder, 
Diftance, and no fpace was {ttn 
'Twixt thy turtle and his queen, 
But in them it were a wonder. 
So between them love did fhine. 
That the turtle faw his right 
Flaming in the phoenix fight. 
Either was the other's mine. / 

Property was thus appalled. 
That the felf was not the fame. 
Single natures, double name. 
Neither two nor one was called, 
Reafon in itfelf confounded. 
Saw divifion grow together. 
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To themfelves yet either neither. 
Simple were fo well compounded, 
That it cried how true a twain 
Seemeth this concordant one. 
Love hath reafon, realbn none. 
If what parts can fo remain. 
Whereupon it made this threne 
To the phcenix and the dove, 
Co-fupremes and ftars of love. 
As chorus to their tragic fcene. 



Thn 



'enes. 



Beauty, truth and rarity, 
Grace in all fimplicity. 
Hence inclofed, in cynders lie : 
Death is now the phcenix neft. 
And the turtle's loyal breaft 
To eternity doth reft j 
Leaving no pofterity, 
'Twas not their infirmity, 
It was married chaftity. 
Truth may feem, but cannot be ; 
Beauty brag, but 'tis not fhe ; 
Truth and beauty buried be. 
To this urn let thofe repair. 
That are either true or fair; 
For thefe dead birds figh a prayer. 



Why fhould this defart be. 
For it is unpeopled ? No, 

Tongue Pll hang on every tree. 
That ihall civil fayings fliow. 
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Some how brief the life of man 

Runs his erring pilgrioiagey 
That the ftretching of a fpan 

Buckles in his fum of age. 
Some of violated vows 

'Twixt the fouls of friend and friend. 
But upon the faireft boughs. 

Or at every fentence* end 
Will I Rofalinda write ; 

Teaching all that read to know. 
The quinteffence of every fprite. 

Heaven would in little (how. 
Therefore heaven nature charg'd. 

That one body (hould be fill'd 
With all graces wide enlarg'd ; 

Nature prefently diftill'd 
Helen's cheek, but not her heart, 

Cleopatra* s majefty ; 
jftalanta's better part, *^ 

Sad Lucretia's modefty. 
Thus Rofalind of mai>y parts. 

By heavenly fynod|^as devis'd. 
Of many faces, eyes and hearts. 

To have the touches deareft priz'd. 
Heaven would thefe gifts fhe fhould have. 

And I to live and die her flave. 



THE END. 
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